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"May I not stand wholly within?" asked 
lhe Camel; "I keep the tent ,pcn ly stand- 
ing as I do." 
"Yes, yes," said the Aral. " I will havc 
pity on you as well as on mysclt" 
So the Camel crowded into the tent; lint 
it was too Slnall fir 1,oth. 
"I think," said the Camel, "1hat there is 
not room lbr loth of us. It will lc lcst tbr 
you to stand outside, as v,m arc the smaller." 
And with tha he 1,ushed the Aral, who 
made haste to get outside. 
I is a wise rule to resist the beginngs 
of evil. 

LOVE 

TEE night has a thousand eyes, 
And the day but one ; 
Yet the light of the bright world dies 
With the dying sun. 

The mind has a thousand eyes, 
And the heart but one ; 
Yet the light of a whole life dies 
When love is done. 
F. V. BOURDILLON 



IIY. SHADOW 

MY SHADOW 

I nAVE a little shadow that goes in and out 
with me, 
And what can be the use of him is more than I 
can see. 
He is very, very like me from the heels up to 
the head ; 
And I see him jump before me, when I jump 
into my bed. 
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The flumiest thing about him is the way he 
likes 1o grow-- 
Not at all like proper children, which is always 
very slow ; 
For he sometimes shoots up taller,like an india- 
rubber ball, 
And he sometimes gets so little that there's 
none of him at all. 

He hasn't got a notion of how children ought 
to play, 
And can ,rely nmke a fool of me in every sort 
of way. 
He. stays so ('l.e beside lne, he's a coward you 
('an see ; 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that 
shadow sticks t me ! 

One nlorllillg, very earl)', before the sun 
Wi't,S ll p, 
I rose and foun,l the shining dew on every 
buttereul, ; 
But niy lazy little shadow, like all arrant 
sleepy-head, 
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast 
as|eep iu bed. 



THE PAIL OF GOLD 5 

I 

THE PAIL OF GOLD 

Oxc upon a time there lived, in a land 
beyond the seas, a poor man who went each 
day 1,) the forest to cut wood. I[e made 
ttlc money at this and often wished that 
he could find other work to do. 
One evening', as he was rclurning 
his hd,our, he met a 1,eautil'ul woman 
drcbscd in white. 
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"Good-evening," aid he as he tomsk off 
his cap to her. 
"God-evening," .aid the lady. "What 
has kept you .o late "?" 
"I have been cutting wod in the fiwest., 
and I have to work lng hours to make 
even a poor living," aid the man. "Mine 
is a hard fate." 
"You would like other work with l,etter 
pay ?" 
"Indeed I would, and I am ntt hard to 
please." 
"Sup.t)se," .aid the htdy, "I were to fill 
your pail with gold, would you be sati.,:fied ?" 
--and she lointed to the little pail in which 
he carried his dhmer each day. 
"Indeed 1 would," said the surprised 
"Look inside." 
He took off the cover and found the pail 
full to the lwim of gold coins. He was 
nearly overcome with the sight. Then he 
thought : "Oh, if it had been a big pail ! 
The fairy could have filled it just as easily 
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There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter's camp I lie, 
And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes ; 
And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

I see the others far away, 
As if in fire-lit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowled about. 

So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 
R. L. STEVENSON 

A MAN should never be ashamed to own he has 
been in the wrong, which is but saying in other 
words that he is wiser to-day than he was 
yesterday. 
POPE 
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HOW I TURNED THE GRINDSTONE 

ONE cold winter morning, when I was a 
little boy, I met, on my way to school, a 
smiling man with an axe on his shoulder. 
"My lwctty boy," said he, "has yotu- 
fitther t grindstone ?" 
"Yes, ias" said I. 
"You are  fine little fellow," said the 
man. "Will you let me grind my axe on 
it ?" 
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It pleased me very much to be called a 
fine little fellow ; so I said : "Oh, yes, sir ; 
it is down in the shop." 
"And will you, my little man," said he, 
patting me on the head, "get a little hot 
water ?" 
Now, how could I rcfuse? He was such 
a smiling, pleasant man! As thst as I 
could,I ran into the house and brought him 
a whole kcttleful. 
"Itow old are you? And what's your 
name?" he asked. But, leibre I could 
answer, he wcnt on: "You are one of the 
fincst lads I ever saw; will you just turn a 
tbw minutes for me?" 
Tickled with his praise, like a little tbol, 
Iwcnt to work. It was a new axe, andI 
toiled and tugged and tmaaed till I was tired 
enough to drop. 
The school bell rang, but I could not get 
away; it rang agaial, and there I was still. 
turning away at the grindstone. My hands 
were blistered and my shoulders ached. 



At last the axe was ground. What  
sharp, keen edge it had! 
Then I l,okc,1 up, expecting thanks. But 
the man suddenly turned toward me with a 
frown, and said- "You little rascal, you 
have llavcd truant! Be off] now; scud 
away to scho,1, or you'll catch it!" 
It ws ]mrd emugh to turn a heavy 
grindstonc so long, and on such a cold day; 
lut to le called a "little ru.cul" ibr doing 
it-was too much. These harsh words sank 
deep into my lovisb mind, and often have I 
thought of them since. 
Boys and girls, whenever you meet a flat- 
terer, leware of him. You may be pretty 
sure that he ],as "an axe to grind," and 
wants you to turn the grindstone. 

BABY SEED SONG 

LITTLE brown brother, oh! little brown brother, 
Are you awake in the dark ? 
Here we lie cosily, close to each other: 
Hark to the song of the lark 
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"Waken !" the lark says, "waken and dress you; 
Put on your green coats and gay, 
Blue sky will shine on you, sunshine caress 
yOU-- 
Waken ! 'tis morning--'tis May !" 

Little brown brother, oh ! little brown brother, 
What kind of flower will you toe ? 
I'll be a poppy--all white, like my mother ; 
Do be a poppy like me. 
What ! you're a sunflower? How I shall miss you 
When you're grown golden and high ! 
But I shall send all the bees up to kiss you ; 
Little brown brother, good-bye. 
E. NESBIT 

OBSERVATION 

AN Indian, upon returning to his wignvam, 
tbtmd that his venison had leen stolen. 
After ta-king notice of the tam'ks about the 
place, he set off in pursuit of the thief, whom 
he tracked through the woods. 
Meeting with some persons on the way, he 
inquired if they had seen a little, old, white 
man with a short gun and accompanied by 
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THE LAND OF NOD 

FRo. breakfast on through all the day 
At home among my friends I stay, 
But every night I go abroad 
Afar into the land of Nod. 

All by myself I have to go, 
With none to tell me what to 
All alone beside the streams 
And up the mountain sides of dreams. 

The strangest things are there for me, 
Both things to eat and things to see, 
And many frightening sights abroad 
Till morning in the land of Nod. 

Try as I like to find the way, 
I never can get back by day, 
Nor can remember plain and clear 
The curious music that I hear. 
R. L. 

GOOD-NIGHT, little friends, good-night. 
Sleep sweet till morning light, 
And wake to meet the coming day 
With love and laughter and with play. 
2 
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yOU shall never speak first. You shall 
answer only when others speak to you." 
Poor Echo! She became thin and pale, 
and thimmr and paler, mtil at last Queen 
Juno's words became true. Only her voice 
was left. 
She vandered fi'om place to place in the 
woods, unseen, and heard only when others 
spoke. 
On  quiet evenin you may hear her, if 
you walk near sme high 'ock where she 
loves to hide. Call to her and she will 
answer. 
" Where are you ?" you may ask. 
"Where are you ? " she will reply. 
"Am you Echo ?" 
"Echo ! " she answers. 
" Come to me!" vou cry. 
"Come to me!" she replies. 
"I like you," you say to her. 
"I like you," Echo repeats. 
Now ,-t vel  cmous thing is tae: Echo 
always answers in the same tone in which 
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you Sl,eak t her. If you ,ing, she sings 
1,aek to you. It" you shout, .she shouts to 
w,u g'tfin. If v,,u cry, she cries, too. If 
you are cros and ill-uatm'ed, he will 
cross md ill-natured, too. 
Tw 1,ors ,nce west into tile woods to 
find Echo. They e,uhl l[t hear her write. 
although they cacd and called. At last 
one of them cried, impatiently: "You my 
mean old cllcnt" 
Quick as thought came 1,ack the cross 
reply : 
"You a a mean ohl cheat" e other 
boy cried.quickly: "He didn't mean that." 
The same tne came 1,ack in Echo's rel,ly: 
"He didn't mean that." 
en the bvvs lold their molher what 
had halqened, she miled and aid : "at 
hal,lens he wrld over. Gentle words will 
1,ring tbrlh gentle wods, and harsh tones 
will le echoed by harsh tones." 
" o1 answer tmaeth away 'ath: but 
grievous wrds stir up anger." 
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"ONE, TWO, THREE" 

IT was an old, old, old, old lady 
And a boy that was half-past three, 
And the way that they played together 
Was beautiful to see. 

She couldn't go running and jumping, 
And the boy, no more could he; 
For he was a thin little fellow, 
With a thin little twisted knee. 

They sat in the yellow sunlight, 
Out under the maple tree, 
And the game that they played I'll tell you, 
Just as it was told to me. 

It was Hide-and-Go-Seek they were playing, 
Though you'd never have known it to be-- 
With an old, old, old, old lady 
And a boy with a twisted knee. 

The boy would bend his face down 
On his little sound right knee, 
And he'd guess where she was hiding, 
In guesses One, Two, Three. 



SECOND READER 

"You are in the china closet?" 
He would cry and laugh with glee-- 
It wasn't the china closet-- 
But he still had Two and Three. 

"You are up in Papa's big bed-room, 
In the chest with the queer old key?" 
And she said: "You are warm and warmer; 
But you're not quite right," said she. 

"It can't be the little cupboard 
Where 5Iamma's things used to be-- 
So it must be the clothes-press, Grandma:" 
And he found her with his Three. 

Then she covered her face with her fingers, 
That were wrinkled and white and wee, 
And she guessed where the boy was hiding, 
With a One and a Two and a Three. 

And they never had stirred from their places 
Right under the maple tree-- 
This old, old, old, old lady 
And the boy with the lame little knee-- 
This dear, dear, dear old lady 
And the boy who was half-past three. 
H. C. 
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LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD 

I a very pretty village, far away, them 
once lived a nice little gift. She was one 
of the sweetest children ever seen. 
Her mother loved her very much, and her 
grandmother said that she was the light of 
her eyes and the joy of her heart. 
To show her love for the child, this good 
old dame had made her  little red hood, 
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and after  time the little girl was known 
as Little Red Ridhg Hood. 
One day her mother baked some cakes 
and made some fre.h butter. "Go," she 
said to Little Red Ridhg Hood, "and take 
this cake and t pot. of butter to your grand- 
mother; tbr she is ill in bed." 
Little Red Riding Itood was a willing 
child, and liked to be useful; and, besides, 
she loved her grandmother dearly. 
So she put the things in a basket, and at 
once set out tbr the village on the other 
side of the wood, where her grandmother 
lived. 
Just as she came to the edge of the wood, 
Little Red Riding IIood met a woff, who 
said to her: "Good-moaaing, Little led 
Riding Hood." 
lie would have liked to eat her on the 
spot; lut some woodmen were at. work 
near by, and he tared they might kill him. 
"Good-moaaing, Master Woll;" said the 
little girl, who had no thought of fear. 
"And where are you going?" said he. 
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"I ant going to my grandmother's," said 
Little fled Riding Hood, "to take her a 
cake and u pot of lmtter; fiw she is ill." 
"And where d.es poor grandmother live ?" 
asked tile wolf. 
" Down past the mill on the other side of 
the wood," ,said the child. 
"Well, I thhLk that I will go and see her, 
too," said tile wolf. " So I will take this 
road, and do you take that, and we shall 
,see which of us will le there first." 
The wolf -1,mew that his way was tile 
nearer, for he could dash through the trees, 
ald swim a pond, and so hy a vel" short 
cut get to the okl dame's 
The wolf ran on as fast as he could, and 
was very soon at the cottage, lie knocked 
at the door with his paw. "Thump! 
thump ! " 
"Who is there ? " cried grmdmother. 
"It is Little Red Riding Hood. I have 
come to ,_'see how you are, and to bring you 
a cake and a pot of lmtte;" ,said the wll; 
as well as he could. 
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He made his voice sound like that of the 
httle girl. 
"Pull the bobbin, and the latch will fly 
up.'" called the grandmother from her led. 
The wolf lmlled the bobbin, and in he 
went. Without a word he sprang upon the 
old woman and ate her up, for he had not 
tasted f,od fi, r three days. 
Then he shut the door, and got into the 
grandmother's bed. But first he lint on her 
cap and night-gown. 
He laughed to think of the trick he was 
to 1,lay upon Little Red Riding Hood, who 
must sool be there. 
All this time Little Red Riding tIood was 
on her way through the wood. 
She stopped to listen to the birds that 
sang in the trees; and .,_he picked the sweet 
fl,_,wers that her grandmother liked, and 
made a 1,retry nosegay of them. 
k wasp buzzed about her head, and 
lighted on her flowers. "Eat as much as 
you like," she said; "only do not sting 
me." He buzzed louder, but soon flew away. 



28 SECOND READER 

woman says there is game in the wind." 
The huntsman nodded. He bent his ear 
to the 'ound to listen. Thcn he took an 
. an)w aud put it in his low. "What can 
it mean ?" thought the little girl. 
Little tcd tiding Hood at last came to 
her grandmother's cottage, and gave a little 
tap at the door. 
"Who is there ?" cried the wolf. 
The hoarse voice made Little Ied Iiding 
Hood say to herself: "Poor grandmother is 
very ill, she must have a bad cold." 
"It is I, your Little Iled Iliding Hood," 
she ,-_'aid. "I have eome to see how you 
am, and to bring you a pot of butter and a 
eake fl'om mother." 
"Pull the bobbin, and the latch will fly 
up," called the wolf. Little Red Riding 
Hood did so, the door flew open, and she 
went at ouee into the eottage. 
"Put the eake and butter on the table," 
said the wolf, "then eome and help me to 
rise." He had hid his head under the bed- 
clothes. 
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She took off her things, and went to the 
bed to do as she had been told. "Why, 
grandmother," she said, "what long arms 
you have !" 
"The better to hug you, my dear," said 
the wolf. 
"And, grandmothcr, what long cars you 
have !" 
"The lcttcr to hear you, my dear." 
" But, grandmother, what great eyes you 
have !" 
"The better to see you, my dear." 
"But, grandmothc|; what big teeth you 
have !" 
"The better to eat yu with, my dear," 
said the woh'. 
tie was just going to spring upon poor 
Little Red Riding Hood, when a wusp flew 
into the room and stung him upon the nose. 
The wolf gave a cry, und a little bird 
outside sang: "Tweet ! tweet !" This told 
the green huntsmun it was time to let fly 
his aow, and the wolf -as -killed on the 
spot. c.uzs PERRAUL'I 
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DANDELIONS 

UPON a showery night 
and still, 
Without a sound of 
warning, 
A trooper band sur- 
prised the hill, 
And held it in the 
morning. 
We were not waked by 
bugle notes, 
No cheer our dreams 
invaded, 
And yet, at dawn their 
yellow coats 

On the green slopes paraded. 

We careless folk the deed forgot; 
Till one day, idly walking, 
We marked upon the self-same spot 
A crowd of vet'rans talking. 
They shook their trembling beads and gray 
With pride and noiseless laughter; 
When, welladay ! they blew away, 
And ne'er were heard of after! 
HELEN GRAY CONE 
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MARCH 

THE cock is crowing, 
The stream is flowing, 
The small birds twitter, 
The lake doth glitter, 
The green field sleeps in the sun ; 
The oldest and youngest 
Are at work with the strongest; 
The cattle are grazing, 
Their heads never raising; 
There are forty feeding like one! 

The 

The 

Like an army defeated 
The snow hath retreated, 
And now doth fare ill 
On the top of the bare hill; 
oughboy is whooping--anon--anon: 
There's joy in the mountains; 
There's life in the fountains; 
Small clouds are sailing, 
Blue sky prevailing; 
rain is over and gonI 

ORDSWORTH 
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NEARLY READY 
IN the snowing and the blowing, 
In the cruel sleet, 
Little flowers begin their growing 
Far beneath our feet. 
Softly taps the Spring, and cheerly, 
" Darlings, are you here?" 
Till they answer : "We are nearly, 
Nearly ready, dear." 
"V'here is Winter, with his snowing ? 
Tell us, Spring," they say. 
Then she answers : "He is going, 
Going on his way. 
Poor old Winter does not love you ; 
But his time is past ; 
Soon my birds shall sing above you,-- 
Set you free at last." 

THE STRAW, THE COAL, AND THE BEAN 
THE beans in the garden were ripe. The old 
woman had picked enough for her dinner, 
had made a fresh fire on the hearth, and 
hung a pot of water over it to boil. To 
make the fire burn better she threw some 
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straw upoa it. As she put the beans into 
the pot, one of them fell upon the floor lose 
to  straw. Just then  live coal spraag 
out of the fire and fell beside them. 
"Now, why did you do that?" said the 
stra. "Keep away from us. We love 
warm friends, 1,ut not hot ones." 
The coal replied: "I had to leap or die. 
I should have been ashes in  few minutes 
if I had remained." 
"It was lucky for me," said the bean, 
"that I fell upon the floor. If I had 
been thrust into the pot -ith my fellow-s, I 
should have been boiled." 
"I was one of  great nmnber which the 
old woman gathered in the field," said the 
stra'. "If I had not escaped, when she 
cut the band, I should not now be here to 
tell my sto. '' 
"e must leave the house at once," said 
the bean, "before the old woman finds us. 
Is there any mason why we should not 
travel together and see the sights ?" 
The others were glad to join him and they 
t once set off across the country. In u 
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THE POND 

TEnE was a round pond (and a pretty pond, too), 
Around it white daisies and violets grew ; 
And tall weeping willows that stooped to the 
ground 
Bent down their long branches and shaded it 
roulld. 

One day a young chicken that lived thereabout 
Stood watching to see the ducks pop in and out, 
Now splashing above, now diving below,-- 
She thought of all things, she should like to do so. 
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So the poor silly chick was determined to try ; 
She thought 'twas as easy to swim as to fly ; 
Though her mother had told her she must not 
go near, 
She foolishly thought there was nothing to fear. 

"My feet, wings, and feathers for all I can see 
As good as the ducks' are for swimming," said she; 
"If my beak is pointed and tleb" beaks are round, 
Is that any reason why I should be drowned ?" 

So in the poor ignorant animal flew, 
But soon found her mother's warnings were true; 
She splashed, and she dashed, and she turned 
herself round, 
And heartily wished herself safe on the ground. 

But now 'twas too late to begin to repent; 
The harder she struggled the deeper she went, 
And when every effort she vainly had tried, 
She slowly sank down to the bottom and died. 
JAE TAYLOR 

WHOEVER yOU are, be noble; 
Whatever you do, do well ; 
Whenever you speak, speak kindly, 
Give joy wherever you dwell. 
Rusr 
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THE JACKAL AND THE CAMEL 

Tv, Jackal was exceedingly fond of shell- 
fish, especially of river crabs. Now, there 
came a time when he had eaten all the 
crabs to be found on his own side of the 
iver. He knew there must be plenty on 
the other side, if he could only get to them, 
but he could not swim. 
One day he thought of a plan. He went 
to his friend, the Camel, and said: 
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"Friend Camel, I know a spot where the 
sugar-cane grows thick; I'll show you the 
way, if you will take me there." 
"Indeed I will," said the Camel, who was 
very fond of sugar-cane. "Where is it ?" 
"It is on the other side of the river," said 
the little Jackal; "but we can manage it 
nicely, if you will take me on your back and 
swim over." 
The Camel was perfectly willing, so the 
little Jackal jumped on his back, and the 
Camel swam across the river, carrying him. 
When they were safely over, the little Jackal 
jumped down and showed the Camel the 
sugar-cane field; then he ran swiftly along 
the river bank to hunt for crabs; the Camel 
began to eat sugar-cane. He ate happily, 
and noticed nothing around him. 
ow, you-know, a Camel is very. big, and 
a Jackal is ve/ little. Consequently, the 
little Jackal had eaten his fill by the time 
the Camel had barely taken a mouthful. 
The little Jkal had no mind to wait 
his slow friend; he wanted to be off home 



made you do it ? Why did you shout and 
sing ?" 
"Oh, I don't know wtj," said the little 
Jackal,--" I al" wa.,-.' shag after dinner .r ,, 
"So ?" said the Camel, "Ah, very r-ell, 
let us go home now." He took the little 
Jackal ldndlv on his back and started into 
the water. When he began to swim, he 
swam out to where the river was the re1 T 
deepest. There he stopped, and said" 
"Oh, Jackal ! " 
"Yes," said the little Jackal. 
"I have the strangest li?cling," said the 
Camel,--" I feel as if I must roll over." 
"-Roll over[ " cried the Jackal. " My 
goodness, don't do that! It' you do that, 
you'll drown me! What in the world makes 
you want to do such a crazy thing? Why 
should you want to roll over ? " 
"Oh, I don't know c]J," said the Camel, 
slowly, "but I always 1"oll over after dimmr !" 
So he rolled over. 
And the little Jackal was drowned, but 
the Camel came safely home. 
KR. COI,'E ]3RYANT : "Stories to tell the Children." 
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A SONG FOR LITTLE MAY 
HAVE you heard the waters singing, 
Little May, 
'here the willows green are bending 
O'er their way ? 
Do you know how low and sweet, 
O'er the pebbles at their feet, 
Are the words the waves repeat, 
ITight and day ? 
Have you heard the robins singing, 
Little one, 
When the rosy dawn is breaking, 
When 'tis done ? 
Have you heard tlze wooing breeze 
In the blossomed orchard trees, 
And the drowsy hum of bees 
In the sun? 
All the earth is full of music, 
Little May-- 
Bird, and bee, and water singing 
On its way. 
Let their silver voices fall 
On thy heart with happy call, 
"lraise the Lord, who loveth all, 
:Night and day," 
Little May. 
LY HUITNGTON LLE 
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THE ASS IN THE LION'S SKIN 

Ar Ass once tbund a Lion's skiu which the 
hunters had spread out in the sun to d T. 
He put it on and went home to the town. 
lIcn and beasts fled in all directions as he 
came near. What a proud ass he was that 
day ! 
In his delight at the fear caused by his 
appearance, he lifted up his voice and 
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THE LITTLE LAND 
WIIEN at home alone I sit 
And am very tired of it, 
I have just to shut my eyes 
To go sailing through the skies-- 
To go sailing far away 
To the pleasant Land of Play; 
To the fairy land afar 
Where the Little People are; 
Where the clover-tops are trees, 
And the rain-pools are the seas, 
And the leaves like little ships 
Sail about on tiny trips; 
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And above the daisy tree 
Through the grasses, 
Hig, h o'erhead the Bumble Bee 
Hums and passes. 
In that forest to and fro 
I can wander, I can go; 
See the spider and the fly 
And the ants go marching by, 
Carrying parcels with their feet 
Down the green and grassy street. 
I can in the sorrel sit 
Where the lady bird alit.. 
I can climb the jointed grass ; 
And on high 
See the greater swallows pass 
In the sky, 
And the round sun rolling by 
Heeding no such thing as I. 
Through that forest I can pass 
Till, as in a looking-glass, 
Humming fly and daisy tree 
And my tiny self I see, 
Painted very clear and neat 
On the rain-pool at my feet. 
Should a leaflet come to land, 
Drifting near to where I stand 
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Straight I'll board that tiny boat 
Round the rain-pool sea to float. 
Little thoughtful creatures sit 
On the grassy coasts of it; 
Little things with lovely eyes 
See me sailing with surprise. 
Some are clad in armour green- 
(These have sure to battle been !) 
Some are pied with every hue, 
Black and crimson, green and blue; 
Some have wings and swift are gone ;- 
But they all look kindly on. 
When my eyes I once again 
Open and see all things plain : 
High bare walls, great bare floor; 
Great big knobs on drawer and door; 
Great big people perched on chairs, 
Stitching tucks and mending tears, 
Each a hill that I could climb, 
And talking nonsense all the time-- 
Oh dear me, 
That I could be 
A sailor on the rain-pool sea, 
A climber on the clover tree, 
And just come back, a sleepy-head, 
Late at night to go to bed. 
R. L. STEVENSON 
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tal,le, while all the re..,t Slel,l,e,l over it, or 
slmved it aside; sh,,wing thut he was eu'eful. 
"And he wuited quietly lll" his tlll'll, in- 
stead ,,f l,uhin the others tsidc; showin 
thut he wus mgdest. 
"llqen tulkin to him, I noticed that his 
clothes were carelhllv 1,atshed, his lmir 
in nice order, und his teeth as white as milk. 
en he Wrote his name, I bscvved llm 
his finger-nails were clean, instead ,I" 1,eing 
tipped with jet like those of the hundsme 
little lbilow in the 1,1ue jacket. 
"Dn't you call lhesc thinvs letters of 
reecmmendatin ? 
know abou a 1,v by usin my eves fir ten 
minutes is wwth more thnn all the fine 
letters I' reemmendatin he curt lwing 

THE RAINBOW 
THERE are bridges on the rivers, 
As pretty as you please ; 
But the bow that bridges heaven, 
And overtops the trees, 
And builds a road from earth to sky. 
Is prettier far than these. 



50 SECOND READER 

CHANGE ABOUT 

THERE was an old man who lived in a wood, 
As you may plainly see; 
He said he could do as much work in a day 
As his wife could do in three. 
" With all my heart," the old woman said, 
'" If that you will allow, 
To-morrow you'll stay at home in my stead, 
And I'll go drive the plough : 
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"But you must milk the Tidy cow 
For fear that she go dry ; 
And you must feed the little pigs 
That are within the sty ; 
And you must mind the speckled hen 
For fear she lay away ; 
And you must reel the spool of yarn 
That I spun yesterday." 

The old woman took a staff in her hand 
And went to drive the plough : 
The old man took a pail in his hand 
And went to milk the cow; 
But Tidy lfinched, and Tidy flinched, 
And Tidy broke his nose, 
And Tidy gave him such a blow 
That the blood ran down to his toes. 

"High ! Tidy, ho ! Tidy, high ! 
Tidy, do stand still ; 
If ever I milk you, Tidy, again, 
'Twill be sore against nay will ! " 
He went to feed the little pigs 
That were within the sty ; 
He hit his head against the beam, 
And he made the blood to fly. 
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" Why, bless me ! but the elephant 
Is very like a wall !" 
The second, feeling of the tusk, 
Cried : " IIo! what have we here 
So very round and mooth aBd sharp ? 
To we, 'tis very clear, 
This wonder of au elephant 
Is very like a sl)ear !" 
The third approached the animal 
And, happening to take 
The SCluirming trunk within his hands, 
Thus boldly up he spake : 
" I see," quoth he, " the elephant 
Is very like a snake !" 
The fourth reached out his eager hand 
And felt about the knee: 
"What most this wondrous beast is like 
Is very plain," quoth he : 
"'Tis clear enough the elephant 
Is very like a tree!" 
The fifth who chanced to touch the ear, 
Said : "E'en the blindest man 
Can tell what this resembles most-- 
Deny the fact who can : 
This marvel of an elephant 
Is very like a fan[" 
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The sixth no sooner had begun 
About the beast to grope 
Than, seizing on the swinging tail 
That fell within his scope, 
"I see," quoth he, "the elephant 
Is very like a rope !" 
And so these men of Indostan 
Disputed loud and long, 
Each in his own opinion 
Exeeeding stiff and strong ; 
Though each was partly in the right, 
And all were in the wrong. 
Jom G. S_xE 

THE HARE WITH MANY FRIENDS 

THE hare was much liked bv the other ani- 
mals in the lastm'e. 
All claimed to be her fi'iends. One day 
she heard in the distanee the baying of 
hounds. She knew that they were following 
her trail, lint believed her friends would aid 
her to eseape. 
She ran to the horse and asked him to 
earry her away on his baek. He exeused 
himseff, as he had some work to do just then 
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for his owner. "I have no doubt," said he, 
"that your other friends will be only too 
glad to help you." 
She went next to the bull and asked him 
to protect her against the hounds. "[ am 
very sorry," said he, "but I have an 
ment which I prefer not to break. Your 
ficnd, the ram. will consider it an honour to 
aid you." 
She hmTied to the ram and told him her 
story. "Not this time," said the ram. ': I 
prefer not to take part in quaTels. 
you know, sometimes kill sheep as well as 
hares." 
As a last reso she went to the cag. 
"Perhaps," said the calf, " I ought to aid 
you, but I tel that ne so young as I am 
ought not to mdertake a task hicb hi 
elders have declined, without thinking it 
over very carefully." 
By this time the hounds were in sight, 
and the hare, mable to wait longer, raced 
off at the top of her speed and luckily 
escaped. 
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ADVICE 

TRERE was once a pretty chicken, 
But his friends were very few, 
For he thought that there was nothing 
In the world but what he knew. 
So he ahvays, in the farmyard, 
ttad a very forward way, 
Telling all the hens and turkeys 
What they ought to do and say. 
"Mrs. Goose," he said, "I wonder 
That your goslings you should let 
Go out paddling in the water; 
It will kill them to get wet. 
"And I wish, my old Aunt Dorking," 
He began to her one day, 
"That you wouldn't sit all summer 
In your nest upon the hay; 
Won't you come out to the meadow, 
Where the grass with seeds is filled ?" 
"If [ should," said Mrs. Dorking, 
"Then my eggs would get all chilled." 
"No, they won't," replied the chicken; 
"And no matter if they do. 
Eggs are really good for nothing. 
What's an egg to me or you ?" 
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"What's an egg ?" said Mrs. Dorking, 
"Can it be you do not know ? 
You, yourself, were in an egg-shell 
3ust a little month ago,-- 
And if kind wings had not warmed you, 
You would not be out to-day, 
Telling hens, and geese, and turkeys, 
What they ought to do or say !" 

To be very wise and show it, 
Is a pleasant thing, no doubt; 
But when young folks talk to old folks, 
They should know what they're abott. 
UNKNOWN 

THE FOX AND THE STORK 

THE Fox once asked the Stork to dinner, but 
only gave her some soup on a flat dish. Of 
course, the Stork could not eat this with her 
long beak, and the Fox only laughed at her 
for trying. 
But soon after, the Stork invited the Fox to 
dine. She put the dinner on the table ia a 
long, narrow jug which suited her very well; 
but the Fox could not get even a taste. 
This made him very angry, but the other 
animals said it was just what he deserved. 
EsoP 
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THE TALKATIVE TORTOISE 
I_x a ,mall lake up in the mountains, there 
once lived  tortoi. He had m:gle friends 
with the geese who came there t feed. In 
the autumn, when the geese were abou to 
fly south, they told hhn of  beautiful pond 
in ; grea park in the land of flowers to 
which they were going. 
" Will you come with us?" aked the 
geese. 
"ttow can I ge.[ there ?" replied the tor- 
toise. 
"Two of us will take you, if you will 
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Which now of these three, thinkest thou, 
was neighbour unto him that fell among the 
thieves ? 
ST. Ltl., X. 30-36 

SOMEBODY'S MOTHER 
THE woman was old, and ragged, and gray, 
And bent with the chill of the winter's day ; 
The street was wet with a recent snow, 
And the woman's feet were aged and slow. 
She stood at the crossing, and waited long, 
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng 
Of human beings who passed her by, 
Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye. 
Down the street, with laughter and shout, 
Glad in the freedom of" school let out," 

Came the boys, like a flock of sheep, 
Hailing the snow, piled white and deep. 

Past the woman so old and gray 
Hastened the children on their way; 

Nor offered a helping hand to her, 
So meek, so timid, afraid to stir, 
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Lest tho carriage wheels or the horses' feet 
Should knock her down in the slippery street. 
At last came one of the merry troop-- 
The gayest laddie of all the group ; 
He paused beside her and whispered low: 
"I'll help you across if you wish to go." 
Her aged hand on his strong young arm 
She placed, and so, without hurt or harm, 
He guided the trembling feet along, 
Proud that his own were firm and strong. 
Then back to his friends sgain he went, 
His young heart happy and well content. 
"She's somebody's mother, boys, you know, 
For all she's aged, and poor, and slow ; 
"And I hope some fellow will lend a hand 
To help my mother, you understand, 
"If.ever she's poor, and old, and gray, 
When her own dear boy is far away." 
And "somebody's mother" bowed low her head 
In her home that night, and the prayer she said 
Was, "God be kind to the noble boy, 
Who is somebody's son, and pride, and joy." 
UI' K N 0 WI' 
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THE RABBIT'S TRICK 

0E day Brother Rabbit r-as running along 
the sea-shore when he saw a Whale and an 
Elephant talking together. He crouched 
down and listened to what they were saying, 
and this is what he heard- 
"You m'e the 1,iggest animal on the land, 
Brother Elephant," said the Whale, "and I 
mn the biggest one in the sea; if we work 
together, we can rule all the animals and do 
.just as we please." 
"Excellent," said the Elephant" "that 
just suits me; we'll do it." 
The Ilabbit smiled. "They will not rule 
me," he said. Off he rau and soon eame 
laek with a long strong rope and u big 
drum. IIe hid the drum some distanee 
away in the bushes. Then he ran along 
the slmre till he met the gqmle. 
"Brother Whale," said he, "will you do 
me a favom'? My cow is stuck in the mud 
away back ha the bushes, and I am not 
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strong enough t pull her out. May I ask 
you to help hie?" 
"Certainly," said the Whale, "I shall be 
glad to assist you." 
"Then," said the Rablfit, "let me tic this 
end of my rope round you, and [ will run 
buck into the lushes and tie the other end 
round my cow, and when I have done that, I 
will beat on my drum. You will have to pull 
hard, for the cow is down deep in the mud." 
"Pshaw!" said the Whale, "I will lmll 
her out,even it" she is covered to the tips of 
her horns." 
The Rabbit tied the rope to the Whale 
and ran off as lhst as he could to the place 
where the Elephant was feeding. 
"Dear Mr. Elephant," said he, "will yu 
do me a kindness ? " 
"What do you want?" asked the Ele- 
phant. 
"My cow is stuck in the mud some dis- 
tance down on the shore, and I am not 
strong enough to pull her out. May I ask 
you to help me?" 
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"Why, of course," said the Elephant. 
"Then," said the Rabbit, "let me tie the 
end of this rope to your trunk and the other 
to my cow, and when I have done this.I will 
leat on my big drum. W-hen you heal" that, 
i,ull with all your might, lbr the cow is a 
large one." 
"Nonsense," said the Elephant-. "I 
eolfld pull a dozen cows." 
"I feel sure of that," said the Rabbit, 
"only do not pull too hard at first." 
When he had tied the rope about the 
Elei)hant's trunk, he ran back to a little 
hill in the lm.hes, where he could see what 
was about to happen, and began to beat the 
(h'unl. 
Whale and Elephant began at once to pull. 
"A remark,bly heavy cow," said the 
Elephant, as he braced himse]l "but out 
she must come." 
"Well, well!" said the Whale, "that cow 
must be far down in the mud." 
Hard as the Whale pulled, the Elephant 
pulled harder, for he had a more solid lbot- 
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ing. Presently the Whale found himself 
sliding towards the shore. As lie nem'ed 
the land, he became . indignant at the 
thought of that cow, tlmt lie plunged violent- 
ly head forcnl[)st to the bottom. This jerked 
the Elephant off his feet, an(1 letbre he could 
recover himll] lie was lullcd right down t 
the edge of the watcr, lie was furious. 
Just then the Whale ccascd pulling ibr an 
instant, and the Elcphant lcaped back with 
a jerk that lrought the Whale to the sur- 
lace of the watcr. 
"What do you suppose you are pulling 
on?" shouted the Whale. 
"What are you doing with that rope?" 
roared the Elephant. 
"I will teach you to play cow," said the 
Elephant. 
"And I will show you how to trick me," 
said the W]aalc. 
Each put ibrth all his strength, but the 
.rope broke and heels over head tumbled 
Elephant and Whale. This made them 
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both so ashamed and angry that it lwoke up 
the bargain between them. 
And that little Rabbit in the bushes de- 
clared that he had never had such fun in 
hi. lilb. 

THE NEW MOON 

DEA mother, how pretty 
The moon looks to-night! 
She was never so cunning before ; 
Her two little horns 
Are so sharp and so brightm 
I hope she'll not grow any more. 
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THE MAN WHO DID NOT LIKE 
WORK 

OCE upon a time 
there was a man 
who did not like to 
work. He lived in a 
wide old forest, and 
each day he had to 
cut down a number 
of trees. 
Every night he 
went to bed fired, 
and every morning 

he wished he had 
nothing to do. At last he decided to go to 
a very wise man, who lived near by, and 
ask him to find a giant who should do 
his work for him. 
"What is your work?" asked e wise 
"I have to cut down trees day after day," 
said the lazy man. "and I am so tired" 
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"That is done," roared lhe giant. 
"Indeed !" said the lazy man. "Cut the 
strings aud we shall see." When the strings 
were cut, the curls were there as betbre. 
The giant tried again and again, but each 
time with the same result. At last he said: 
"Let me off this task and 1 will never ask 
you tbr work again." 
The lazy man was delighted to grant this 
request, and it is said that never after was 
he heard to grumble at any work he had to 
do. 

THE ANT AND THE CRICKET 

A SILLY young cricket, accustomed to sing 
Through the warm, sunny months of gay 
summer and spring, 
Began to complain, when he found that at home 
His cupboard was empty and winter was come. 
Not a crumb to be found 
On the snow-covered ground; 
Not a flower could he see, 
Not a leaf on a tree: 
"Oh, what will become," said the cricket, ." of 
me "  
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At last by starvation and famine made bold, 
All dripping with wet and all trembling with cold, 
Away tie set off to a miserly ant, 
To see if, to keep him alive, he would grant 
Itim shelter from rain : 
A mouthful of grain 
He wished only to borrow, 
He'd repay it to-morrow: 
If not, he must die of starvation and sorrow. 

Said the ant to the cricket : " I'm your servant 
and friend, 
But we ants never borrow, we ants never lend ; 
But tell me, dear sir, did you lay nothing by 
When the weather was warm ?" Said the 
cricket : "Not I. 
My heart was so light 
That I sang day and night, 
For all nature looked gay." 
"You sang, sir, you say ? 
Go then," said the ant, "and dance winter away." 
Thus ending, he hastily lifted the wicket 
And out of the door turned the poor little 
cricket. 
Though this is a fable, the moral is good : 
If you live without work, you must live without 
food. 
UKOWN 
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THE SLUGGARD 

Go to the ant, thou Sluggard ; 
Cosider her ways, and be wise: 
Which having no chief, 
0ver, seer, 
Or ruler, 
Provideth her meat in the summer, 
And gathereth her food in the harvest. 

How long wilt thou sleep, 0 Sluggard ? 
When wilt thou arise out of thy sleep ? 
"Yet a little sleep, 
A little slumber, 
A little folding of the hands to sleep "- 
So shall thy poverty come as a robber, 
And thy want as an armed man! 
PROVIBS, VI. 

NAY, speak no ill, but lenient be 
To others' failings as your own ; 
If you're the firsi a fault to see, 
Be not the first to make it known : 
For life is but a passing day-- 
No lips may tell how brief its span ; 
Then, oh ! the little time we stay, 
Let's speak of all the best we can. 
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RIDING BEHIND REINDEEP 

Wiio has not heaM of Santa Claus and his 
wonderihl reindeer? How we wi.hed that we 
could catch rne glimp.e of him. wrapped up 
in his furs and dving his prancing ,steeds! 
Let ustake a winter trip to Lapland, which 
lies east of the northern part of Sweden. 
Here we .,,hall actually see reindeer harness- 
cd to sleds and pulling tlem over the snow. 
Lapland is  cold, 1,leak country, where 
little grows. The Laplanders have been 
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crowded farther and farther north, until 
now they live in  region where only the 
most hardy people could exist. During the 
long, cold winter the sun is lelow the 
horizon most of the time, just as it is in 
Eskimo land. 
The summer dwellings of the Laphnders 
are made of the kins of the reindeer. The 
winter homes are made of wot-,l and stones 
nearly covered with earth. This' is neces- 
smT in order to keep out the cold. 
If" you were to enter one of these huts, 
you would be invited to sit down on a rein- 
deer-skin, tbr the people do mt have chairs. 
Over a fire, reindeer meat is cooldng in a 
large iron kettle. Hanging fl'om a falter is 
a cradle of deer-s-ldn made in the ibrln of a 
shoe. In it is a tiny Lapp baby. The 
clothes of the different members of the 
family are in large pmq furnished by the 
reindeer. 
In our country we reckon the wealth of a 
lhmily in money and lands. The wealth of 
the Lapps is reckoned in rein, leer. Some 
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the animals lw means t" a short rol,e or 
stl'a],. From the milk the womcu make 
cheese. 
The Laplanders travel l'rm place to phtee 
in order to find l}asturage for their herds. 
(h these trips the housel,hl goods are 
carried by the reindeer, and the people 
tllcniselves ride. The loads arc not placed 
on the back.s of the animals, lbr their backs 
seem to be weak, lint rather at the 1,ase of 
the neck. 
When snow and ice cover the ground, the 
Laplander travels in his sled. This is hmg, 
low, and narrow, and h,oks a little like a 
boat. It is pointed at the frmt end. The 
Laplander sits in his sled, as you might sit 
on the floor with your feet straight out l,e- 
fin'e you. Then he wraps his l'Ol,e of rein- 
deer-skin al,out him, and is ready liw his 
drive. 
Of course, only a lbw of the reindeer are 
trained to draw sleds. Those that are to be 
used in this way are generally selected when 
they are fawns. They are petted by all of the 
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members of the thmily, and become quite tame. 
The harness used is very simple. A great 
collar is fastened about the neck of the 
animal. Aromd the body there is a band 
or gith. A single tug or trace is thstencd 
to these below the reindeer's body, and also 
f'astcncd to the front end of the sleigh. 
When the animal travcls, the trace is be- 
tween its legs. 
I suppose you have pictured Santa Claus 
driving with two reins,just as we do. The 
Laplander uses but one. Stranger still. 
this one rein is not attached to a bit, but to 
the base of the reindeer's horns. This single 
rein the driver holds twisted about his ight 
han:l. He guides the reindeer by jerking at 
the rein aud talking. 
Reindeer cannot draw a ve T heavy load. 
With one passenger and a little baggage, 
they will skim over the snow at the rate of 
about ten miles an hour. How strano it 
would seem to live in a land where there 
are no trains, no street cars. and no carriages. 
CHAMBERLAIN : *' ]OW We TraveL" 
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HOW THE LEAVES CAME DOWN 

I'LL tell you how the leaves came down. 
The great Tree to his children said : 
"You're getting sleepy, Yellow and Brown, 
Yes, very sleepy, Little Red, 
It's quite time you went to bed." 

"Ah," begged each silly, pouting leaf, 
"Let us a little longer stay ; 
Dear Father Tree, behold our rief; 
'Tis such a very pleasant day 
We do not want to go away." 

So, just for one more merry day 
To the great Tree the leaflets clung, 
Frolicked and danced and had their way, 
Upon the autumn breezes swung, 
Whispering all their sports among : 

"Perhaps the great Tree will forget, 
And let us stay until the spring, 
If we all beg and coax and fret." 
But the great Tree did no such thing; 
I-Ie smiled to hear their whispering. 
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"Come, children all, to bed," he cried; 
And, ere the leaves could urge their prayer, 
I-Ie shook his head, and far and wide, 
Fluttering and rustling everywhere, 
Down sped the leaflets through the air. 

I saw them ; on the ground they lay, 
Golden and red, a huddled swarm, 
Waiting till one from far away, 
White bed-clothes heaped upon her arm, 
Should come to wrap them safe and warm. 

The great bare Tree looked down and smiled. 
" Good-night, dear little leaves," he said, 
And from below each sleepy child 
Replied: "Good-night," and murmured: 
"It is so nice to go to bed." 
SUS.-k. COOLIDGE 

THE BOY AND THE. SQUIRREL 

As I was going to sch)ol one morning, a squir- 
rel ran into its hole in the path betbre me. 
Now hcre was t chance lbr i'ma. As them 
was u stream just at hand, I determined 
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pour water iuto tile hole till it should be fldl, 
aud so force the squirrel u l) in order that 
I might kill hiln. 
I got a bucket fl'om 1,csi,lc a sugar-maple 
and began t,) pour water into the hole. In 
a sho time [ heard the S, lUil'II trying 
get up, and said: "All, lllV tbllow, [ shall 
NN}II ]l[tVO VI)ll out now." 
Just then I hem'd a voice 1)ehh(l me: 
"Well. lily loy, what have wu got in 
there?" I tUl'lmd aud saw one of nly neigh- 
lours, a good old mau with long white locks. 
who had seeu sixty winters. 
"Why," said I, "I have a ground sq(firrel 
in here, and am going to drown him out." 
"John," said he, "wheu [ was a boy, 
more than fifty years ago, I was engaged 
one day, just as you arc, drowg a ground 
squirt'el; and an old lnun like me ealne 
ahng, and said to me: ']%u are a little y; 
nw, if you were down in a narrow hole 
that, and I hould come along and pour 
water down on you to drown you, would 
you think I was cruel ? God made that little 
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squirrel, and life is as sweet to him as it is 
to you; and why will you toture to death a 
little innocent creature that God has made?'" 
He said: "I have never forgotten that, and 
never shall. I never have killed any harm- 
less creature tbr lhn since. Now, my dear 
boy, I want you to bear this in mind -hile 
you live, and -hcn tempted to kill any poor 
little animal or bird, rcmclnber that God 
does not allow us to kill His creatures ibr 
fun." 
That was foty years ago, 1)ut I have not 
forgotten what the old man said. 

THE BROWN THRUSII 

THERE'S a merry brown thrush sitting up in the 
tree, 
He's singing to me! He's singing to me! 
And what does he say, little girl, little boy ? 
"Oh, the world's running over with joy! 
Don't you hear ? Don't you see ? 
Hush! Lookl In my tree 
I'm as happy as happy can be l" 
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And the brown thrush keeps singing : "A. nest 
do you see ? 
Ancl five eggs, hid by me, in the juniper tree? 
Don't meddle ! don't touch ! little girl, little 
boy, 
Or the world will lose some of its joy 1 
Now I'm glad ! Now I'm free ! 
A,d I always shall be, 
If you never bring sorrow to me." 

So the merry brown thrush sings away in the tree 
To you and to me, to you and to me ; 
And he sings all the day, little girl, little boy : 
"Oh, the world's running over with joy l 
Don't you know ? Don't you see ? 
But long it won't be, 
Unless ve're as good as can be." 
Lucr Laco 

TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT IT 
"WmT's the matter? " said Growler to the 
tabby cat, as she sat mbping on the step of 
the kitchen door. 
"Matter enough," said the cat, turning 
her head another way. " Our cook is very 



0 SECOI,'D EADER 

lond of talking of hanging me. I wish 
heartily some one wmhl hang her." 
" Why, what is the matter ?" repealed 
Gvwler. 
"Hasn't she leaten me, and called me a 
thief, and flreatcned to 1,e the death of 
" Dear, dearS" said Growler, "pray 
what has brought it nlout ?" 
"Oh, nothing at all; it is her temper: 
All the sea'ants comllain of it. I wonder 
they haven't lmngcd her 1,ng ago." 
"Well, you 'e," said Growler, "cooks a 
awkward things to hang; you and I might 
be managed much mr,re easily. 
"Xot a drop of milk have I had this 
day," said the tally cat, "and such a pain 
in my side!" 
"But what," said Growler, "what is the 
aHse  " 
"Haven't I told you?" said the cat, 
pettishly. "It's her temperh, what I 
have had to suffer fl'om it Everything 
she baks, she lays to me,verything 
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that meddlesome cook hadn't come in. As 
it was, I left the head." 
"The head of what ?" said Growler. 
"How inquisitive you are!" said the cat. 
"Nay, but I should like to -know," said 
Growler. 
:'Well, then, of a certain fine fish that 
was meant for dinner." 
"Then," said Growler, "say what you 
please; but, now that I have hem'd both 
sides of the sto:y. I only wonder she did not 
hang yotu" 
HARRy DAVIEs 

MOTHER'S WORLD 

EYES of blue and hair of gold, 
Cheeks all brown with summer tan, 
Lips that much of laughter hold, 
That is mother's little Man. 

Shining curls like chestnut brown, 
Long-lashed eyes, demure and staid, 
weetest face in all the town, 
That is mother's little Maid. 
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Dainty room with snow-white beds, 
Where, like flowers with petals curled, 
Rest in peace two deaming heads, 
That--is mother's little World I 

A LULLABY 

HUSH ! the waves are rolling in, 
White with foam, white with foam ; 
Father toils amid the din ; 
But baby sleeps at home. 

Hush ! the winds roar hoarse and deep,- 
On they come, on they come ! 
Brother seeks the wandering sheep ; 
But baby sleeps at home. 

]:Iush! the rain sweeps o'er the knowes,* 
Where they roam, where they roam ; 
Sister goes to seek the cows ; 
But baby sleeps at home. 
UKOWN 
 ttillocl 
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people. To make these animals fiercer no 
tbod was given for days belbrehand. 
Into the ring, then, they brought An(h'- 
clus on an appointed day. Thousands of 
people sat above on raised seats to watch 
the fight. No one uttered a word of pity 
for the poor slave. A door in the wall 
opened, and a hung T lion leaped in. With 
a roar, he rushed towards the slave who 
leaped lightly aside as the lion sprang upon 
him. Then a strange thing halpened. 
There was a cx" of joy from the slave as he 
threw his arms about the lion, who licked 
his hands. Leaning against, him .kndroclus 
faced the people. The old fi4ends had met 
once more. 
The crowd gazed in astonishment, and 
asked Androclus what marc power he had 
over the beast. Then Andmclus told thcm 
of his mise T with his master, and of his 
happy days in the cave. "I am a man," 
said he, "yet no man has been kind to me. 
It has remained for a wild beast to love and 
protect me." The hearts of the people were 
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moved, and they cried with a loud voice: 
"Life for the slave and the lion! Freedom 
ibr both." 
So Androclus became a h'ee man, and for 
years after he and his lion were among the 
sights of old Rome. 
A ROMAN TAL 

THE DUEL 

THE gingham dog and the calico cat 
Side by side on the table sat ;. 
'Twas half-past twelve, and (what do you think 
Nor one nor t'other had slept a wink [ 
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And some folks think unto this day 
That burglars stole the pair away ! 
But the truth about the cat and the pup 
Is this : They ate each other up ! 
Now what do you really think of that ! 
( The old D.tch clock it toM me so, 
And tta_tt is how I came to know.) 
EUGES FIELD 

THE I,OST f'AMEL 

A DERVISII vcas travelling alone in the desert 
when he met two merchants. 
"You have lost a camel," said he to the 
merchants. 
"Indeed we have," they replied. 
"Was he not blind in his Sght eye, and 
lame in his left leg?" asked the dervish. 
"Ite was." replied the merchants. 
"Had he lot u front tooth?" asked the 
dervish. 
"He had," answered the merchants. 
"And was he not laden with honey on 
one side, and corn on the other?" 
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but I have learned to see and to think. 
'" I knew that I had crossed the track of a 
camel that had strayed from its owner be- 
cause I saw its tbotprints, but no trace of a 
hnman being. I knew the animal was 
blind in one eye lecause it had cropped the 
herbage on only one side of the path. And 
I knew it was lame in one leg because one 
foot had made 1,ut a faint impression upon 
the sand. 
"I alto concluded that the animal had 
lost one tooth lecause, wherever it had 
grazed, a small tuft of herbage in the centre 
of its bite was left untouched. I knew that 
which tbmaed the burden of the lcast, tbr 
the busy ants told me that it was corn on 
fle one side, and the clustering flies that it 
was honey on the other." 

THE ('OMING OF SPRING 

"SPRING, where are you tarrying now ? 
Why are you so long unfelt ? 
Winter went a month ago 
When the snows began to melt." 
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" I am confing, little maiden, 
With the pleasant sunshine laden : 
With the honey for the bee, 
With the blossom for the tree, 
With the flowers and with the leaf. 
Till I come the time is brief. 

"I am coming, I am coming! 
Hark ! the little bee is humming ; 
See, the lark is soaring high 
In the bright and sunny sky, 
And the gnats are on the wing. 
Little maiden, now is spring I 

"See, the yellow catkins cover 
All the slender willows over; 
And on mossy banks so green 
Starlike primroses are seen ; 
And, their clustering leaves below, 
White and purple violets grow. 

" Hark! the little Iambs are bleating, 
And the cawing rooks are meeting 
In the chris, a noisy crowd ; 
And all birds are singing loud ; 
And the first "white butterfly 
In the sun goes flitting by. 



ThE CO. O SPm- 103 

" Little maiden, look around thee ! 
Green and flowery fields surround thee: 
Every little stream is bright, 
All the orchard trees are white, 
And each small and waving shoot 
Has ibr thee sweet flower or fruit. 

'" Turn thy eyes to earth and heaven! 
God for thee the spring hath given. 
Taught the birds their melodies, 
Clothed the earth and cleared the skies, 
For thy pleasure or thy f,od. 
Pour thy soul in gratitude! 
Somav'st thou 'mid blessings dwell. 
Little maiden, fare thee well I" 
IARY HOWITT 

BEHOLD tim lbwl. of the air: lbr they sow 
not, neither do they reap, n,,r gather into 
barns; vet you," heavenly Father feedeth 
them. Are ve not much better than they? 
And why take ye thought lbr raiment? 
Consider the lilies of the field, how they 
grow; they toil not, neither do they spin: 
And yet I say unto you, that even Solomon 
in all his glol T was not arrayed like one of 
these, s. !L,.,.w, VI. 26, 28. 29 
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HEPATICAS 

TEE trees to their innermost marrow 
Are touched by the sun ; 
The robin is here and the sparrow : 
Spring is begun ! 

The sleep and the silence are over: 
These petals that rise 
Are the eyelids of earth that uncover 
Her numberless eyes. 
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN 
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"By God's help I will!" 
The ohl man's hair was scorched frm the 
scalp; ,nc hand was disabled, and his teeth 
were set, yet he st((l firm as a rock. 
beached the ship; every man, woman, 
child was saved, as John Maynard drol)pcd 
overboard, and his s]drit took its flight t, 
his God. Noble John Maynard! 
J. B. Gov6I 

A NIGHT WITH A WOLF 

LITTLE one, come to my knee ! 
Hark how the rain is pouring 
Over the roof, in the pitch-black night, 
And the wind in the woods a-roaring! 

ttush, nay darling, and listen, 
Then pay for the story with kisses : 
Father was lost in the pitch-black night, 
In just such a storm as this is ! 

High up on the hmely mountains, 
Where the wild men watched and waited ; 
Wolves in the forest, and bears in the bush, 
And I on my path belated. 
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The rain and the night together 
Came down, and the wind came after, 
I3ending the props of the pine-tree roof, 
And snapping many a rafter. 

I crept along in the darkness, 
Stunned, and bru.ised, and blinded-- 
Crept to a fir with thickset boughs, 
And a sheltering rock behind it. 
There, from the blowing and raining, 
 "rouching, I sought to hide me : 
Something ruatled, two green eyes shone, 
And a wolf lay down beside me. 
Little one, be not frightened ; 
I and the wolf together, 
Side by side, through the long, long night, 
Hid from the awful weather. 

His wet fur pressed against me ; 
Each of us warmed the other: 
Each of us felt, in the stormy dark, 
That beast and man was brother. 

And.when the falling forest 
No longer crashed in warning, 
Each of us went from our hiding-place 
Forth in the wild, wet morning. 
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Darling, kiss me in payment ! 
Hark how the wind is roaring: 
Father's house is a better plaee 
When the stormy rain is pouring! 
B,Y,tRD 

IN ANCIENT BRITAIN 

Do you know people who have lived in Eng- 
land, that beautiful land beyond the sea? 
Let me tell you about that land and its 
people in far-off days. 
Two thousand years ago that eountry was 
wild, and its people little better than 
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savages. Great forests, full of streams and 
bogs. covered m,.t o! the land. In these 
tbrests were many beasts--bears, wolves, 
I,,ars, wild-cats, and deer. The rivers 
teemed with fish. 
There were no towns there; no houses of 
brick or tnc; n churches, no chools, no 
thctofics; o fiirlll5, no gtrdcus; no rail- 
ways, lm streets; no gold or silver or paper 
mney. Here and there in the dense thirsts 
little patches f land were cleared of trees 
and  little village of huts built up. To 
prtect a village fl'om its enemies, a trench 
was dug arotmd it, and inside the trench an 
earthen wall was built, and on the wall was 
erected a strng tbuce of trunks t" trees. 
The houses were small, round huts made 
of lranehcs of trees woven together like 
basket-wrk, and plastered on the outside 
wilh mud to keep out the wind and the 
rain. The roofs were vered with rushes or 
straw. There we no windows and no 
chimneys in these houses. The fire was 
built in the middle of the room on the 
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earthen floor, and the smoke escaped through 
a hole in the roof. The beds were of soft 
moss covered with deer-skins. The tables 
were large blocks of wood, and the dishes 
were made of wood or clay. Water was 
boiled in earthen pots ly dropping red-hot 
stones into it. 
The people who lived in these ]muses 
were called Britons. They were tall, with 
bhm eves and fair hair. They were clad in 
the skins of animals, a single bear-skin or 
wolf-skin t'astened about the wai.t ly a 
girdle leing the only garment. Neither 
caps nor boots were worn. They stained 
their breasts, arms, and faces lduc to nmke 
themselves nore beautiful. Near the sea 
some Britons grew a little coaa and some 
had small herds of cattle, but back in the 
forests they lived on what they caught by 
hunting and fishing. 
The life of an early Briton was hard and 
rough--one h, ng struggle with the I,easts of 
the forests and the men of the tribes al,out 
him. lie had few of the comlbrts of litb as 
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we know them. vet it is through his work 
and the work of others who lived after him 
that England has l,ecome a land of plenty 
and leauty, a land of homes. 

HE AND SHE 

" Now, where are you going so fast, little maid ? 
Now where are you going so soon ?" 
" I'm going to be a great Queen, sir," she said, 
" In the land of the Silver Spoon ! 
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" I think that vel T extraoMinalT, indeed. 
Had you not t,ld me, I sh,uld never have 
guessed it. Nw it is my turn, grenadier. 
I will put your shin]mess to the proofi Tell 
me who I am, and what rank 1 hold in the 
al'lllV. ' 
"Well." said the sldie; " I should have 
taken wm fir an ensign; lint vm are not 
well enough dressed to be an 
'" Better than that." 
"You arc a lieutenant, perhaps. " 
"Better than that." 
"A caltain, then." 
"Better than that." 
" y, then, you must le a general." 
'" Better than that." 
The sohlier grew very much excited, and, 
Inking off his eap,-,said : " I beg a thousand 
lal'dons of your excellency; you are  field- 
marshal of the empire." 
"Better than that." 
"Pardon. siv, you am the Emperol am 
g lost lllall. ' 
He at once jumped out of the cab, 1,ut 
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the Emperor. delighted with the adventure 
and laughing healtily, threw him a purse, 
saying: "Take that, soldier, in proof that 
you have lost nothing!" 

of 

LITTLE SORt:tOW 

Aio,' the thistles on the hill, 
In tears sat Little Sorrow; 
" I see a black cloud in the west; 
'Twill bring a storm to-morrow. 
And when it storms, where shall I be? 
And what will keep the rain from me? 
Woe's me ! " said Little Sorrow. 
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And be the fiercer for delay ; 
I am too sore at heart to play-- 
Woe's me!" said Little Sorrow. 
tt .[ARIAN DOUGLAS 

TOM ANI)THE LI)BSTER 

BUT what 1,eCalne of little Tt,ln ? lie slipped 
away off the rocks into the water, as I said 
before. And here is the account of what 
hulpened to him, as it was lublished next 
morning in the Vatel'proof Gazette, on the 
fittest watered paper, lbr the use of the great 
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Tom reached and clawed down the hole 
after him till he caught h,ld of him; and 
then, as was t, 1,e exl,ected, the clumsy 
lol,ster 1,ulled him in head fiwemost. 
"Hulh, here is a 1,retry 1,usiness," said 
Tom. "Now take your great claws, and 
break the ],oints ff the spikes, and then 
we hall 1)oth get out easily." 
"Dear me, I never th[u,,'ht of that," said 
the lbstel', "and after all the experience of 
liI that I have ha(l" 
You see, experience is of veT little god 
mdess a man. 01" a lobster, has wit enough 
t) make use of it. For a g)d many leol)lc 
have seen all the worhi, and vet remain little 
better than children after all. 
But they had not got halt' the spikes 
awav when they saw a great (lark cloud over 
thenv and h), and lchold, it was the otter. 
How she did grin and grin when she saw 
Tom. "Yat" said she, "you httle meddle- 
some wretch, I have you now I will se-e 
you out Ibr telling the sallmm where I was " 
d she crawled all over the pot to get in. 
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Tom was h.rilly fl'ightened, and still 
more frightened when she found the hole in 
the top, and squeezed herself right down 
flrough it, all eyes and /ccfl. But no 
sooner was her head inside than valiant Mr. 
Lobster eanght her 1,r the mse and held on. 
And there they were all three in the pot, 
rolling over and ,ver, and very tight pack- 
ing it was. And the lobster tore at the 
otter, and the otter tare at the lobster, and 
both squeezed and thumled pr Tom till 
he had no In'eath left in his i.My; mid I 
don't ow what would have halpened t 
him, if he had not at last got on the otMr's 
iaek and sal out ot" the hole. 
He was right glad when he got out: but 
he would not desert his friend who had saved 
him; and the first time he saw his tail 
uppehnost he caught hohl of it and pulled 
with all his ght. 
But the lobster would not let go. 
"Come along," said Tom, "don't you see 
she is dead?" And so she was, qte 
drowned and dead. 
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And that was the end of the wicked otter. 
But the hlster w)nld not let go. 
"Come ahny, y)u stupid )ld stick--th 
mud," cried Tom, "r the fishel3mUt will 
'ttch you!" _knd that was true, lbr Tom 
tblt s,me one al)ve leginning to haul up 
the pot. 
But the hbsr would not let go. 
Tln saw the fislmrman haul him up to 
the b)at-side, and thought it was aH u l) 
with him. But when Mr. Lobster saw the 
fisherman, he gave such a Ihous and t 
mcndous snap, that he snapped out of his 
hand, and out of the pot, and sat to the 
But he left his knobbed claw behind h; 
Ibr it never came to his stUlfid head to let 
go alter all, o he just shk his claw off as 
the easier method. 
CHARL 'GSLEY: "The War Bahia" 

BY the street of By-and-By one arrives at 
the house of Never. 
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LITTLE GUSTAVA 

LITTLE Gustava sits in the sun, 
afe in the porch, and the little drops run 
From the icicles under the eaves so fast, 
For the bright spring sun shines warm at last, 
And glad is little Gustava. 

She wears a quaint little scarlet cap, 
And a little green bowl she holds in her lap. 
Filled with bread and milk to the brim, 
And a wreath of marigolds round the rim ; 
" Ha, ha ! " laughs little Gustava. 
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" Won't you come in, good filk ? " she cried. 
But they were too bashful, and stayed outside, 
Though " Pray come in !" cried Gustava. 

So the last she threw them, and knelt on the 
mat 
With doves and biddy and dog and cat. 
And her mother came to the open house door : 
" ]:)ear little daughter, I bring you some more, 
My merry little Gustava !" 

Kitty and terrier, biddy and doves, 
All things harmless Gustava loves. 
The shy, kind creatures 'tis joy to feed, 
And oh, her breakfast is sweet indeed 
To happy little Gustava ! 
CELIA THAXTER 

IF I can stop one heart from breaking, 
I shall not live in vain ; 
If I can ease one life the aching, 
(r cool one pain, 
Or help one fainting robin 
Into his nest again, 
I shall not live in v.in. 

EMILY DICKESOI 
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":Not at all!" said the tiger, "on the 
contmT, I should be forever grateful, and 
erve you as a slave I" 
Now, when the tiger sobbed and sighed 
and wept, the pious B[ahman's heart 
softened, and at last he consented to open 
the door of the cage. Out popped the tige5 
and, seing the p- man, cried: "mt 
a fi)ol you are! at is to preveut 
eating you now, for afar being cooped up 
o long I am just terribly hunT!" 
In vain thc Brahman plcled for his lilb; 
the lllOSt he couhl gaiu was 
abide by file decision of the first throe 
things he chose to question as to the justice 
of the tiger's action. 
So the Brahman first asked a pipal tree 
what it thought of the matter, but the 1)ipal 
tree replied coldly : "What have you to 
complain about? Don't I give shade and 
shelter to every one who passes by, and 
don't they in return tear down my branches 
to feed thcir cattle? Don't whimper--i,c a 
man !" 
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The tiger consented, and tile Brahman 
began the whole story over again, not 
ing a single detail, and spinning as long a 
var as fossil 
'" Oh, my 1)oor lrain oh, my Ioor brain " 
cqcd the jackal, wringing his paws. "Let 
me see how did it all ben? You were in 
the cage, and the tiger came waling by--" 
"PI  " inteTupted the tiger, "what a 
tbol vm are  I was in the cage." 
"Of course  " cried the .jackal, pretendg 
t) trcmldc with fl'ight; "'yes I was in the 
cagno, l wasn'tlear  dear ! hel'e are 
mv wits? Let me seethe tiger was in the 
Brahman, and the cage came walking 
n, that's not it eithcr Well, don't 
me, but 1)egin your dinner, tbr I shall 
never mdcrstand " 
"'Yes, you shall" returned the tiger, in a 
rage at the jackal's stupidity; "I'll 
you understand Look hel'cI am the 
tige" 
"Yes, my lord ! " 
"(l that is the Brahm--" 
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THE BLUEBIRD 

I K.nOW the song that the bluebird is singing 
Out in the apple tree where he is swinging. 
Brave little fellow ! the skies may be dreary; 
Nothing cares he while his heart is so cheery. 

Hark ! how the music leaps out @ore his 
throat ; 
Hark ! was there ever so merry a note? 
l.isten awhile, and you'll hear what he's 
saying 
Up in the apple trees, swinging and swaying : 

" Dear little blossoms down under the snow. 
You must be weary of winter, I know ; 
Hark ! while I sing you a message of cheer. 
Summer is coming, and spring-time is here! 

" Little white snowdrop, I pray you,arise ; 
Bright yellow crocus, come, open your eyes : 
Sweet little violets, hid from the cold, 
Put on your mantles of purple and gold ; 
Daffodils! daffodils! say, do you hear? 
Summer is coming, and spring-time is here!" 
EMILY HL'TI.GTO IILLER 
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ULYSSES 

I[o.tF, r,, the l,,et, told many stries ahmt the 
great men in Greeee. llere is one alout 
[-lyss. the wi.est of all the Greeks who 
lbught against Troy. 
Ulysses, in the course of his long voyage 
by sea li'Oln Tnr to his home, had to pss 
the islmM xxhere the Sirens livcl. Now 
these Sirens sang so sweetly that men who 
heard them eouhl think of nothing else, and 
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had no desire but to get nearer and nearer 
the sweet music. As they listened, they for- 
got fl'iends and home and children. They 
couhl neither eat nor work nor think nor 
s leak. They could do nothing lint listen 
till they died. And all the island of the 
Sirens was cm-ered with the 1,ones of men 
who had been lured to death 1,v these songs. 
Ulysses had not feared t meet giants on 
land and mighty storlns at. sea, vet he knew 
better than to expose himself to the power 
,f this wonderful music. Yet, lonng to 
hear it, he hit upon a plan. As his ship 
drew near to the island, he told his men of 
their dauger. He said that, to save them, 
he wmdd stop their ears with soft wax. 
Then they must tie him to the mast and on 
no account loose him mtil they were out of 
sight t,t" the ishmd. 
As the ship aplavaehed , the Sirens began 
to sing such sweet music as Ulysses had 
never heard. Yet the ship cmtinued on 
her course. Never had the Sirens seen such 
a thing happeu. They made thei3" songs 
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even sweeter than before, till Ulysses, no 
longer able to resist, ordered the ship to be 
lint about. But the man at lhe hehn could 
not hem'. Eager to maim his orders oleyed, 
Vlvsses struggled with all his might to fl'ee 
himself fl'om the cords which l,aund him. 
But he was helpless, and the sailors, remem- 
bering his instruetions, hoked the other way. 
I was no till the ship had passed 

beyond the Sirens' isle that the sailors 
unbound their lea,let. So Ulysses, alone 
of mortals, heard the Sirens' song and 
escaled. 

A GREEK TALE 

DON'T KILL THE BIRDS 

DOI'T kill the birds, the little birds, 
That sing about your door, 
8oon as the joyous Spring has come, 
And chilling storms are o'er. 

The little birds, how sweet they sing 
Oh ! let them joyous live, 
knd do not seek to take their life, 
Which you can never give. 
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Don't kill the birds, the pretty birds, 
That play among the trees : 
'Twould make the earth a cheerless place, 
To see no more of these. 

The little birds how fond they play ! 
Do not disturb their sport ; 
But let them warble forth their songs 
Till Winter cuts them short. 

Don't kill the birds, the happy birds, 
That cheer the field and grove. 
Such harmless things to look up,m, 
They claim our warmest love. 
.3,I._R Y HOWlTT 

"(VE the imaginatmn full play to pictm'e 
what the birds are doing in every farm and 
garden and about every home in the land. 
Think f the millions of beautiflfl wi.gs, 
and building nests, and eating bills, and 
,inging thrats, mid of the enormous service 
birds do us in destroying insects. Have we 
any duties towm'ds them ?" 
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MOTHER PARTRIDGE 

Dowx the wooded slope of Taylor's Hill 
Mother Partridge led her brood; down 
toward the crystal brook that by SOlnC 
strange whim was called Mud Creek. Her 
little ones were Olle day old, but ah'eadv 
quick on foot, and she was ta'ldng them for 
the first time to drink. 
She walked slowly, crouching low as she 
went., tbr the woods were full of enemies. 
She was uttering a soft little cluck in her 
throat, a call to the little balls of mottled 
dowu that on their tiny 1)ink legs came 
toddling after, and lccping softly and plain- 
tively if left even a ibw inches behiud, and 
seeming so fi'agile they made the very chick- 
adees look big and coarse. 
There were twelve of them, but Mother 
Partridge watched them all, aud she watched 
every bush and tree and thicket, and the 
whole woods, aud the sky itself. Always lbr 
enemies she seemed seeking--friends were 
too scarce to be looked for--and aa cnemy 
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and whining like a distressed puppy. Was 
she 1}cgging fbr mercy--mercy tom  bh}od- 
thirsty, cruel tix? Oh, dear no She was 
no il. Oue often hears of the cmming of 
the fox. Wait ad see what a idol he 
compared with a mother-partridge. Elalcd 
at 1he prc so suddenly withiu his rc:ch, 
the tbx turned with a dash aud caughtat 
least, no, he didn't (lui catch the bird; she 
flopped, by chance, just a tbot out of reach. 
He tbllowed with another jmp ad would 
have seized her this time surely, but some- 
how a sapling came just letween, and the 
pafidge dragged herself awkwardly away 
and under a log; but the 'eat brute snap- 
ped his jaws and bounded over the log, while 
she, seeming a trifle less lame, made another 
clumsy tl)'ard spng and tumbled down a 
bank, and Reynard, keenly tbllowing, almost 
caught her tail, 1)u oddly enough, fast as 
he went and leaped, she still seemed just a 
trifle faster. It was most extraordinary. 
winged parfridge and he, Re)ard, the Switl- 
ft.. h not caught her in five minutes' 



racing. It was really shameful. But the 
partridge seemed to gain strength as the fox 
put forth his, and after a quarter of a mile 
race, racing that was somehow all away 
from Tavlor'. tIill, the bird got unaccount- 
ably quite well, .and, rising with a derisive 
whirr, flew off through the woods, leaving 
the ibx utterly dumibtmded to reafize that 
he had leen made a fool of, and, worst of all, 
he now remembered that this wa, not the 
first time he had ]teen se-ed this very trick, 
though he never knew the reason for it. 
Meanwhile Mother Partridge skimmed in 
a great circle, and came by a roundabout 
way back to the little i'uzzballs she had left 
hidden in the woods. 
ERNEST THObIPSOI-SEToI : "Wild Animal I Have Known." 

SEVEN TIMES ONE 

THERE'S no dew left on the daisies and clover, 
There's no rain left in heaven ; 
I've said my "seven times" over and over 
Seven times one arc seven. 
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And show me your nest with the young ones in 
I will not steal it away; 
I am old ! you nmy trust me, linnet, linnet-- 
1 ala seven times one to-day I 
JEAN INGELOW 

THE LAZY FR( 

IT wa. such a pretty pool. Every sort of 
water-llant grow there, from the tall, purple 
loosestrife and crimson willow-weed, to the 
creeping moneywort with its golden blossoms. 
The great, white water-lilies liked to lay their 
sleepy heads on its cahu, clear surface, and 
ibrgct-mc-nots nestled along its banks. 
In the evening, the May-flies could not 
rc.ist the pleasure of dancing there, tl, mgh 
they knew it might be , dance of death, fir 
were there not numerous pink-spotted trout 
watching tbr them lelow, aud ready to dart 
on them at ,'t lnoment's notice? 
One evening, at sunset, a lively little trout 
was employing himself iu this way with 
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great success, when he obse-ed an inteHi- 
gent-hking frog sitting on the 1lank, half 
in the water and half out, and el'oaking. 
"Why don't you come right in?" called 
the trout. "You can't think 1,}w 1,}velv it 
is. And the 3lay-flies are ju.st in l}elg'ecti,}u; 
come along." 
"No, thank you," said the frog; "I'd 
rather not." 
'" Perhaps you can't swim ?" suggested 
the trout. 
"Can't I though ! "' answered the frog. 
"Let me tell you, that when human beings 
try to swim, the}" imitate me, not you!" 
"[ should think not," .said the trout; 
"why, the poor things haven't got any fins! 
-ell, come along, Froggie, and let's see how 
you perlb"." 
"No, thank you," said the frog again, "I 
had enough of the pond when [ was  yotmg 
thing with a large head. I am too old to 
make such exertions now." 
"Too old! too lazy, you mean." 
"That's rude," said the 
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The trout darted upwards and caught a 
film May-fly, then dived, and prcsently 
appeared again, saying in a gentler tone" 
" Are wm huug T, old fellow?" 
" VmT," answered the frog. 
"D,m't you like May-flies?" 
" Pather! Don't you see I keep opening 
my re, ruth, in hopes one qll fly in by 
mistake ?" 
"Y,u might wait long enough," said the 
trout, "though your mouth is pretty wide;" 
and with that he .swam away. 
Early the next morning, before the dew was 
,fl" the ground, a sparrow in search of worms 
observed the frog ,itting in the same spot. 
"Why don't y,m come right out and look 
tbr yore" breakfast, Fl'oggie?" said she. 
"Much too early to bestir onesel/;" 
answered the fl'og. 
"Perhaps you can't hop'?" said the 
sparrow. 
"Can't I though!" said the frog. "If I 
chose, I could hop a good deal farther than 
yOU. 
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:Next morning the sparrow appeared again, 
and there sat the fl'og as before. 
"Italloo! Froggic," cried she, "you there 
stilll qaat are you waiting for?" 
"I am waiting tbr Providence to send a 
fly," replied the frog ; but this time he spoke 
slowly, for he was beginning to feel weak 
and hungry. 
"Providence only helps those who help 
thcm.elvcs," said the parrow. "I don't 
believe a fly will be sent." 
"I ce'tainly am most unlucky," said the 
flog, "con.-:idering the number of flies that 
pass this way; and not one of them comes 
in, though I open my mouth so wide that my 
jaws ache." 
The sparrow hopped up to hha and looked 
at him ibr a moment, with her head on one 
side. 
"Well, you are a queer fish!" she said. 
"I'm not a fish at all," replied the frog, 
with cahn dignity; and the parrow picked 
up a fine worm and flew off to her nest- 
tings. 
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THE DARING FROGG1E 

O.N_'E upon a time, 
On the border of a brook, 
A wicked little froggie, 
Who had never read a book-- 
Who had never read a story, 
Or a funny little rhyme, 
Had a sad aad tragic ending, 
Once upon a time. 
The little froggie, sad to say, 
Was very fond of flies, 
And thought, on this unlucky day, 
That he had found a prize. 
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"Up, up, I go," said Froggie, 
'" I can climb as well as hop; 
I only hope he'll stay right there 
Until I reach the top. 
" I wish this wouldn't bend so much," 
Said Froggie, going higher; 
" I wish that flies would shut their 
eyes, 
And come a little nigher. 
But he is such a good one, 
And he looks so very fine, 
I think that I mut have him, 
_For it's time for me to dine." 

So up he went, regardle.-s 
Of the danger he was in ; 
He saw a duck below hm, 
]3ut he didn't care a pin ; 
Till suddenly, behind his back, 
The reed began to crack, 
And all he heard was just one word, 
And that one word was ': QUACK !" 
Js CLRXCE HxWZR 

I n.vr been young, and now am old; vet 
have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor 
his seed begging bread. Ps_,, xxxvn. 



THE PRICE OF A FISH 

. NOBLE)IAX, who lived in n beautiful man- 
si.n near Pisa, vas about to give a grand 
feast. He had obtained every kind of 
dainty but fish. The seu had been so 
stormy tbl' some days that no boat had ven- 
tured to leave the hol'e. On the morning 
of the feast, however,  lor fisherman made 
his appearance with a large turbot. 
The nobleman, greatly llcascd, asked him 
to name any price he thought proper for the 
fish, and it would be instantly paid. 
'-Well," said the fisherman, "what I wish 
to have as the price of my fish is one 
hundred lashes on my bare back, and I will 
not bute one stroke on the bargain." 
The nobleman and his guests were aston- 
ished at the oddity of the request, thinking 
the fisherman was only in jest. The offer of 
 handsome sum ot" money he absolutely 
refused, and said that they might have the 
fish, but only on the condition he had 
stated. 
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LULLABY (F AN INFANT CHIEF 

OiJ, hush thee, my baby, thy sire was a knight, 
Thy mother a lady, both 1,vely and bright ; 
The woods and the glens from the towers which 
we see, 
They all are belonging, dear baby, to thee. 

(_h, fear not the bugle, though'loudly it blows, 
It calls but the warders that guard thy repose ; 
Their bows would be bended, their blades would 
be red, 
Ere the step of a foeman draws near to thy bed. 

Oh, hush thee, my baby, the time will soon 
(' nle 
When thy sleep shall be broken by trumpet and 
drum ; 
Then hush thee, my darling, take rest while 
you may, 
For strife comes with manhood, and waking 
with day. 
Scott 

Cot'w that day lost whose low descending sun 
Views from thy hand no worthy action done. 
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A WONDERFUL WORKMAN 

FAR across the sea, in the land of Greece, 
them lived l)ng ag a wonderful work- 
man named Ddalus. He made l leautil'ul 
stttues, and invented clever contrivances, 
and far and wide the pel)le talked of his 
skill. 
All he knew he taught his nephew. In 
time the boy grew skilful as his uncle, and 
invented the saw and the compass, so that 
the Greeks said: "IIe will be greater than 
even Deeda.lus." 
Then Dedalus grew jealous, and takhag 
him to a steep cliff, suddenly thrust him 
over that he might drown in the waves 
beneath. But a goddess caught the lad 
and changed him to a partridge,, and 
together they vanished away over the 
waters. 
Now in those days all the land of Crete 
was wasted by a terrible monster whom no 
one could restrain, and the King, hearing 
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When all things were ready, he said to 
the boy" "To-day we shall fly home to 
Greece. Therelbre do as I do, and Ibllow 
my path. Neither be eager to soar too 
high, lest the sun may burn your wings." 
So they flew npwards. Beneath them 
there h,y the land of Crete and the blue 
sea, and afar off the shores of Greece. 
Thither they directed their way and flew 
swiftly through the air. 
At first the boy tbllowed his father closely, 
but presently, growing proud of his skill, he 
was not content to do as Ddalus did, but 
sle away higher and higher into the sky. 
Then as he drew near the sun, the wax 
gan to soften. His wings would not 
work, and, cfing aloud upon his father, he 
fell downwards into the sea. 
Dedalus turned swiilv about and hasten- 
ed to the spot where his n had ihllen, l,ut 
he was too late. Just then  partridge flew 
slowly past. 
And Ddalus remembered what ad 
done to his nephew, and ew that ts 
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8o she gave a slight shrug of her shoulder, 
And winked at a bright little star-- 
The moon was remarkably knowing, 
As old people always are. 

"Great madam," then answered the fair:},, 
"No doubt you are mightily wise, 
And know possibly more than another 
Of the ins and the outs of the skies. 
But to think that we don't in our own way 
An interest in sky-things take 
Is a common and fatal blunder 
That sometimes you great ones make. 

"For I've looked up from under the heather, 
And watched you night after night, 
And marked your silent motion, 
And the fall of your silvery light. 
I have seen you grow larger and larger, 
I have watched you fade away ; 
I have seen you turn pale as a snowdrop 
At the sudden approach of day. 

"So don't think for a moment, great madam, 
Though a poor little body I be, 
That I haven't my senses about me, 
Or am going to drop into the sea. 
11 



I have had what you only could give 
A pleasant night ride in the sky ; 
But a new power arises to eastward, 
So, useless old lady, good-bye." 

He whistled a low, sweet whistle, 
And up from the earth so dark, 
With its wings bespangled with dewdrops, 
There bounded a merry lark. 
He's mounted the tiny singer 
And soared through the heavens away, 
With his face all aglow in the morning, 
And a song for the rising day. 
F. G. ScoT 

THE PRODIGAL SON 

A CERT.&IN" man had two sons: and the 
younger of them said to his father, Father, 
give me the lrtion of goods that falleth to 
me. And he divided unto them his living. 
And not many days after, the younger 
son gathered all together, and took his 
journey into a far count T, and there wasted 
his substance with ritous living. 
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And when he had spent all, there arose a 
mighty famine in that land; and he 
lcgan to lc in want. And he went and 
jined himself to a citizen of that cotmtry 
and he sent him into his fields to tbed swine. 
And he wouhl thin have been filled will the 
husks that the swine did cat: and no man 
gave nnto hiln. 
And when he came t- himselL he said: 
How nlmlV hired servants (f nly titther's 
have lwead enmgh lind t[ s lare, nlll I 
lfish with hunger[ I will arise and go to 
nlV father, mid will say unto hinl, Fathei', 
I have sinned against heaven, mid betbre 
thee, and fllll no lOl'e WOl]ly to be 
culled thv son: make lne as one of thy hired 
mrvmlts. And he arose, and came to his 
thther. 
But when he was vet a great way off, his 
Ihther saw him, and had COnllassion. 
and ran, and lbll on his nk. and ldssed 
him. And the son said nnto hinl, Father, 
I have sinned against heaven, and in thv 
bight, mid anl no nlol'e worthy to le called 
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thv son. But the Ihther said to his ser- 
vants- Bring lbrth the lest robe, and 1,ut it 
,n him; and put a ring on his hand, and 
shoes n his let; and lwing hither the 
lhtted calf, and kill it; and let us eat, and le 
merry" lbr thi. my SOil was dead. and is alive 
again; he was l>st, and is ibund. And they 
1,ealt to be mcr-. 
ST. LUKE, XV. 11-25 

FOUR SUNBEAMS 

Fov little sunbeams came earthward one day, 
Shining and dancing along on their way, 
Resolved that their course should be blest. 
" Let us try," they all whispered, "some kind- 
II(SS to do,- 
Not to seek our own pleasure all the day 
through,- 
Then meet in the eve at the west." 

One sunbeam went in at an old cottage door, 
And played hide-and-seek with a child on the 
floor 



Till baby laughed loud in his glee, 
And chased with delight his strange playmate 
so bright ; 
The little hands grasped in vain for the light 
That ever before them would flee. 

One crept to a couch where an invalid lay, 
And 1,rought him a gleam of a sweet summer day, 
Its bird-song and beauty and bloom, 
Till pain was forgotten and weary unrest; 
In fancy he roamed to the scenes he loved best, 
Far away from the dim, darkened r,,om. 

One stole to the heart of a flcwer that was sad, 
And loved and caressed her until she was glad 
And lifted her white face again. 
For love hrings conteut to the lowliest lot, 
And finds something sweet in the dreariest spot, 
And lightens all labour and pain. 

And one, where a little blind girl sat alone, 
N,t sharing the mirth of her playfellows, shone 
On hands that were folded and pale; 
Aud it kissed the poor eyes that had never 
known sight, 
And that never should gaze on the beautiful 
light 
Till angels should lift up the veil. 



At last, when the shadows of evening were 
falling, 
And the sun, their great ,father, his children 
was calling, 
Four sunbeams sped into the west. 
All said : "We have found that in seeking the 
pleasure 
Of others we've filled to the full our owu 
measure." 
Then softly they sank to their rest. 
UKNOWt 

HASTE NOT, REST NOT 

HASTE not [ let no thoughtless deed 
Mar for e'er the spirit's speed ; 
Ponder well and know the right-- 
Onward then with all thy might; 
Haste not! years can ne'er atone 
For one reckless action done. 

Haste not, rest not! calmly wait, 
Meekly bear the storms of fate ; 
Duty be thy polar guide 
Do the right, whate'er betide. 
Haste not, rest not ! conflicts past, 
God shall crown thy work at last. 
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led, left all his cares to heaven, and fell 
asleel). 
In the morning, alter he had said his 
ll'ayer., he set himself down to his work, 
when, to his great wonder, there stood the 
shoes, all'edv made, upon the table. The 
good man knew not what to say or think 
,f this strange event. He looked at the 
W)l'kmanshil); t here was n)t one lhl.e stitch 
in the whle jol); and all was so neat and 
true, that it was a comllete master-piece. 
That salue day a cu.t)mcr came in, and 
the shoe. llca.ed him so well that he will- 
ingly laid a ll'ice higher than usual t'or 
them; and the ]oor shoemaker with the 
money lught leather end)ugh to make two 
lail's more. In the evening he cut out the 
work, and went to lcd early tlmt he might 
get u l) and legin betimes next day: but he 
was saved all the tl'ulle, tbl' xvhel he got 
Ul) in the m_)rnilg, the work was fiuished 
ready to his hand. Pl'e.entlv in came 
buyers, who l,aid him handsomely for hi. 
goods,  that he bought leather enough ibr 
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four pairs more. He cut out the work 
again over night, and found it finished in 
the morning as before; and so it went on 
tbr some time: 'hat 'as got ready in the 
evening was always done 1)y daybreak, and 
the good man soon became thriving and 
prosperous again. 
One evening about Christmts-time, as he 
and his wilb were sitting over the fire chat- 
ting together, he said to her: "I should like 
l, sit Ul and watch to-night, that we may 
see 'hu it is that c)mcs and des my work 
tbr me." The wile liked the thught; so 
they left a light burning, and hid themselves 
in the corner of the room lehind a curtain 
that was hung up there, and watched what 
should happen. 
As soon as it was midnight, there came 
two little naked dwarf's; and they set them- 
selves upon the shocmaker's lcnch, took up 
all the work that was cut out, and began to 
ply with their little fingers, stitching and rap- 
ping and tapping away at such a rate, that 
the shoemaker was all amazement, and could 
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when they saw the clothes lying for them, 
they laughed and were greatly delighted. 
Then they dressed themselves in the twink- 
ling of an eye, and danced and capered and 
sprang about as mewy as could be, till at 
last they danced out of the door over the 
green; and the shoemaker saw them no 
more: but eveo-thing went well with him 
from that time tb'ard, as long as he lived. 
J. A.D W. GRM 

INDIAN SUMMER 

ALONG the line of smoky hills 
The crimson forest stands, 
And all the day the blue-jay calls 
Throughout the autumn lands. 
Now by the brook the maple leans 
With all his glory spread, 
And all the sumacs on the hills 
Have turned their green to red. 
Now by great marshes wrapped in mist, 
Or past some river's mouth, 
Throughout the long, still autumn day 
Wild birds are flying south. 
W, VILFRED CAMPBELL 
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THE WIND 

I saw you toss the kites on high 
And blow the birds about the sky; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies' skirts across the grass-- 
O wind, a-blowing all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song I 

I saw the different things you did, 
But always you yourself you hid. 
I felt you push, I heard you call, 
I could not see yourself at all-- 
0 wind, a-blowing all day long, 
0 wind, that sings so loud a song ! 

0 you that are so strong and cold, 
0 blower, are you young or old ? 
Are you a beast of field and tree, 
Or just a stronger child than me ? 
0 wind, a-blowing all day long, 
0 wind, that sings so loud a song l 
R. L. SZVFS0 

LIFE is not so short but that there is always 
time for comesy. 
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and taking the bridle turned him towaM 
the sun. He had observed that the animal 
was fi'ightened by the motions of his own 
shadow. He stroked and petted the horse 
for a tilue, and then leaped lightly on his 
back. Little by little he draw in the 1)ridle 
and guided him without harsh word or 
blow. Then he let hian go at lull speed, 
m'ging hian with voice and heel. 
Philip had been very an.,dous at first, but 
when he saw his son controlling the ho.e 
with such skill and ease, he wept for joy 
and, kissing the boy as he came down from 
the horse, he said: "Oh, my son, look thee 
out a kingdom worthy of thysell; for this 
kingdom is too small tbr thee!" 
"Plutarch's Lives" 
(Adapted) 

SPEAK GENTLY 

SPEAK gently ; it is better far 
To rule by love than fear: 
Speak gently ; let no harsh words mar 
The good we might do here. 



Speak gently to the little child ; 
Its love be sure to gain ; 
Teach it in accents soft and mild ; 
]t may not long remain. 

Speak gently to the aged one ; 
Grieve not the care-worn heart; 
The sands of life are nearly run, 
Let such in peace depart. 

Speak gently, kindly, to the poor; 
Let no harsh tone be heard ; 
They have enough they must endure, 
Without an unkind word. 

Speak gently to the erring; know 
They must have toiled in vain ; 
Perhaps unkindness made them so ; 
Oh, win them back again ! 

Speak gently : 'tis a little thing 
Dropped in the heart's deep well ; 
The good, the joy, which it may bring, 
Eternity shall tell. 
DAVID BATES 
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LIFE IN THE DESERT 

TIE fierce stm blazed down upon the earth-- 
beat &wn as it never does in Canada. As 
fin' as the eve could see from Mahmud's tent 
doo; the earth was bare and yellowish 
brown. No grass grew there, nor was 
there a liver or creek for many, many miles. 
Far away were some hills, and they, too, 
were bare reeks. 
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The tent was pitched close by a spring 
of water which made a little pool. This 
spring moistened the earth, so that a tw 
date-palms grow around it, and there was 
a little growth of grass. It was an oasis, 
a green spot in the bmTen desert. A man 
must travel for three or tbur days to find 
another tiny pool, half pond, half well. If 
he strayed out into the desert, the 1,am dry 
land which the heat of the sun had parched 
and cracked, he would die of thirst. No 
tgrmers lived there, no wheat was grown 
in that land, no cows or sheep were kept; 
yet people lived them, and thought their 
desert land the finest and most beautiful in 
the world. 
Mahnlud, the Arab, was one of these 
people. IIe was a chiet and the brown 
tents which stood in the oasis belonged to 
him; so did the camels which lay near by, 
moving their long necks and making strange 
gurgling noises; so did the swift hrses, and 
the goats which wandered about. ]lst of 
the animals were eropping the grass, but 
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the two or three horses were in the tents 
with the lCqle; tbr they were much loved 
ly their owners and, being kindly treated, 
were very gentle. 
As the heat of the sun grew less and 
evening came on, Mahmud came out of his 
tent and sat down on tile ground, looking 
sometimes at the grass of the little oasis, 
sometimes at the hills. The grass was 
almost all eaten up; tile hills looked lUl'ple 
in the distance. Mahmud was thinking 
that to-morrow he must move to the next 
oasis to get pasture tbr the animals. 
IIrahim and Zaheyla, Mahmud's little 
son and daughter, came to the door of the 
tent. He was about eight years old, very 
dark and swarthy, with hng black hair and 
dtrk cyes. lie was dressed in a long cotton 
tunic or coat. She was a dark little gill 
with great llack eyes, lflack hair, a straight 
nose, and full lips. She wore a brown 
cotton dress, loosely hanging down, reaching 
nearly to her ankles. On her head was a 
white fl'inged handkerchief which sewcd her 



for a veil. Gilded l,racelets and anklets 
rattled on her arms and ankles. The chil- 
dren did not run to their thther, or try to 1,lay 
with him. tbr 5Iahmud was a stern, grave 
man. They played quietly a little distance 
off, and thoughl h,ow good it was thal the 
coolness ol' the evening had come at last. 
A servant came and tld 5Iahmud thai: 
his meal was ready, and he went, inside his 
tent. Two or three poles are needed to hold 
it up ; over them is spread a thick cloth made 
ot" goat's hair. Inside, a cloth is hung divi- 
ding the tent into two rooms---one fior the 
men, the other tbr the women and children. 
Mats and cushions are the only furniture. 
Mahmud's meal was no such as we have 
in Canada. Although a tall, strong man, he 
ate very little meat. He had plenty 
dates, some little cakes made from meal, and 
1,utter made from goat's milk. He drank 
camel's milk. His wile and children sa at 
a distance. When he had finished, they ate 
what was left; for the Arabs do no let their 
wives and children eat with them. 
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Ve T early next moing his servants took 
down his tents, packed them, and placed 
them on the camels. Mahmud was on his 
lrown horse. On his head he wore a turban 
-- shawl rolled around so as to be a better 
protection again.t the sun than any hat. 
His 1,ose coat was tied at the waist wifl a 
girdlc, and ,'t robe was hung over his shoul- 
ders; his trouse were wide and, as he sat in 
his saddle, he thrust his feet deep into great 
heavy stiri'ups. A long, old-fashioned gun 
was slung across his back; a great spear 
was in his right hand, its butt resting on 
his stiaup; u sword and pistols were at his 
girdle. His men-servants were armed 
similarly. 
The children aud their mother travelled 
on camels. The great least.s kneel down to 
receive their hads, then rise and walk or 
trot with a strange swinging gait, which 
makes people who are not used to it dizzy 
and ill. But Zaheyla had been travelling 
always on a camel, and would have been 
frightened if placed in a 'agon or train. 
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Tim hmg line of camels marched away 
from the oasis. Soon the stm rose and leat 
down upon them fiercely. The children 
nearly fell asleep, as the silent nmreh kept 
up hour after honr. At noon Mahmud dis- 
mmnted, and stuck his spear upright in the 
ground. The camels halted, the tents were 
put up, aud the people drank a little water 
from the leather lags which the camels were 
carrying. This water was warm and none 
too sweet, but Aral,s do not mind that. 
Thetv, all rested till the cool of the evening, 
when, after a meal of dates and bread, they 
loaded the camels and marched on till late 
at night, when they camped again. For 
four days they travelled thus. They did not 
go through the hills, for Mahmud iamd that 
robbers might lc hidden there. 
Early on the tbm'th day they saw other 
travellers alhr oE Canadian boys and gifts, 
unless they have lived on the open pra'ie, 
would have seen nothing but Ibrahim and 
his sister saw the little black dots, and 
ew which were horses and which camels; 
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fir life in the desert shm]aens the eyes won- 
derfully. Mahmud sent a se-vant galloping 
on a swift horse to see who the strangers 
were, and whether they were friends or foes. 
As the servant approached the caravan, he 
made ,'t certain motion with his arm, and 
Mahmud knew they were friends. It was 
the caravan of ,'t sheik, or chief, who 'traded 
in cloth, shawls, mats, spices, and other 
goods. 
In the evening loth caravans arrived at 
the oasis and caml)ed on opposite sides of 
the little grove of pahns. Mtthnmd and 
Hassan, the sheik, met and greeted each 
other. ]iahmud took the hand of the chief, 
pressed it to his lips and firehead, and said: 
"Peace be with you." Hassan was equally 
polite, and they complimented each other a 
great deal belbre they began to trade. 
Mahmud wanted some cloth, shoes, and 
gunpowder, and for these he gave in return 
some dates from the trees he had left, some 
salt., and the skins of wild beasts which his 
servants had -killed. 



In forming the Union .lack, the red cross 
of St. George is placed upon the white cross 
of St. Andrew and the red cross of St. Pat- 
14ek, because England is the senior member 
of the United Kingdom. 
When the Union Jack floats on the breeze, 
the ln'oad white of the cross of St. Andrew 
appears above in the upper corner, next to 
the staff. When the position of this cross 
is reversed, the flag becomes a signal of 
distress. 
The Union Jack is the emblem of British 
rule. It ealls the great deeds done in war 
and peace, to make our country strong and 
keep it free. Its eolours remind us of 
virtues on which our Empire rests--red 
signifying bravery; white, purity; and blue, 
truth. 

GREAT race, whose empire of splendour 
Has dazzled the wondering world ! 
May the flag that floats o'er thy wide domains 
Be long to all winds unfurled! 
Three crosses in concord blended, 
The banner of Britain's might I 
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A VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS 

'TwAs the night before Christmas, when all 
through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse ; 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with 
care, 
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there ; 
The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their 
heads ; 
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And mamma in her kerchief, and I in my cap, 
tIad just settled our brains for a long winter's 
nap,-- 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from my bed to see what was the 
matter. 

Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
Tore open the shutters, and threw up the sash. 
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
Gave a lustre of mid-day to objects below, 
When what to my wondering eyes should appear 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 

lIore rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
And he whistled and shouted, and called them 
by name : 
" Now, Dasher ! now, Dancer ! now, Prancer 
and Vixen ! 
On, Comet I on, Cupid ! on, Donder and Blitzen ! 
To the top of the porch [ to the top of the wall ! 
Now dash away ! dash away ! dash away, all !" 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the 
sky, 
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So up to the housetop the coursers they flew 
With the sleigh full of toys,--and St. Nicholas, 
too. 

And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof; 
As I drew in my head and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a 
bound. 
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his 
foot, 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes 
and soot ; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
And he looked like a pedlar just opening his 
pack. 
His eyes--how they twinkled ! his dimples-- 
how merry ! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a 
cherry ! 

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
And the beard of his chin was as white as the 
snow ; 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke,it encircled his head like a 
wreath. 



He had a broad face, and a little round belly 
" That shook when he laughed like a bowl full of 
jelly. 
He was chubby and plump,--a right jolly old 
elf,- 
And I laughed, when I saw him, in spite of 
myself. 

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his 
work 
And filled all the stockings ; then turned with 
a jerk, 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a 
whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a 
thistle. 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drew out of 
sight, 
"Happy Christmas to all! and to all a good- 
night l" 
CLEMENT C. MOOaE 
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JACKANAPES 
IT was after the Fair that Jackanapes, out 
rambling by himself, was knocked over 
the Gypsy's son riding the Gypsy's red- 
haired pony at breakneck pace across the 
common. 
Jackanapes got up and shook himself, 
none the worse except for being heels over 
head in love with the red-haired pony. 
What u rate he went at! How he spurned 



the ound with his nimble feet! How his 
red coat shone in the sunshine! And what 
[,right eves 1-,eel,ed out f his dark forelock 
a. it was bl,jwn by the wind! 
The Gypsy boy had had a fl'ight, and he 
way wilhng enough to reward Jackanapes 
for not having been hurt. by consenting to 
let him have a ride. 
'-Do you mean t4 kill the little fine gentle- 
man. and .-_wing us all on the bbet, you 
rascal ?'" screamed the Gyp.sy m4ther, who 
came up ju.-t as Jackanapes and the pony 
set off. 
"He would get on." replied her son. 
"It'll not kill him. He'll fall on his yellow 
head. and it's as tough as a cocoa-nut." 
But .Jackanapes did not fall. He stuck 
to the red-haired pony as he had -tuck to 
the hol,bv-hrse: but, oh, how different the 
delight of thi. wild gallop with fle.-:h and 
blood'. Just a. his legs were begfixming to 
feel as if he did not Ibel them, the Gyp.-_y 
boy cried : '- Lollo!" Round went the pony 
so unceremoniously that, with as little cem- 
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mony, Jackanapes clung to his neck; and he 
did not properly recover himself 1,eft)re Lollo 
stopped with a jerk at the place where they 
had started. 
"Is his name Lollo?" asked Jackanapes, 
his hand lingering in the wiry mane. 
' Yes." 
"What does Lollo mean ?" 
"Red." 
"Is Lollo your pony?" 
"No. My father's." And the Gypsy boy 
led Lollo "away. 
At the first opportunity J;ckanapc. stole 
away again to the commn. This time he 
saw the Gypsy thther, smoking a dirty pipe. 
"Lollo is your pony, isn't he?" said 
Jackanapes. 
"Yes." 
"IIc's a very nice one," 
"He's a racer." 
"You don't want to sell him, do you?" 
"Fifteen pomds," said the Gypsy ihther; 
and Jackanapes sighed and went home 
again. That very afternoon he and Tony 



rode the two donkeys; and Tony managed 
to get thrown, and even Jackanapes' donkey 
kicked. But it was jolting, clumsy work 
after the elastic swiftness and the dainty 
mischief of the red-haired pony. 
A few days late; Miss Jessamine spoke 
ve- seriously to Jackanapes. She was  
good deal agitated as she told him that his 
gmndihther, the General, was coming to the 
Green, and that he must be on his very best 
behaviour during the visit:. 
"You are a good boy, Jackanapes. Thank 
God I can tell your grandfather that. An 
obedient boy, an honourable boy, and a 
kind-heaed boy. But you are--in short, 
you are a boy, Jackanapes. And I hope," 
added Miss Jessamine, desperate with the 
result of experience, "that the General 
knows that 'boys will be boys.'" 
What mischief could be foreseen, Jacka 
napes promised to guard against. He was 
to keep his clothes and his hands clean, to 
look over his catechism, not to put sticky 
things in his pockets, to keep that hair of 
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his smooth ("It's the wind that blows it, 
Aunty," said Jackanapes.--" I'll send by the 
coach for some bear's-grease," said Miss 
Jessamine, tying a knot in her pocket-hand- 
kerchief, )--not to burst in at the parlour- 
door, not to talk at the top of his -oice, not 
to crumple his Smday flill, and to sit quite 
quiet during the sermon, to be sure to say 
"sir" to the General, to be careful about 
rubbing his shoes on the door-mat, and to 
bring his lesson books to his aunt at once 
that she nfight iron down the dogs'-cars. 
The General aTived; and for the first day 
all went well, except that Jackanapes' hair 
was as wild as usual, for the hair-dresser 
had no bear's-grease left. He began to tbcl 
more at case with his grandfather, and dis- 
posed to talk confidently with him, as he 
did with the Postman. All that the General 
felt, it would take too long to tell ; but the 
result was the same. He was disposed to 
talk confidentially with Jackanapes. 
"Mons'ous pretty place, this," he said, 
looking out of the lattice on to the Green, 
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where the grass was vivid with sunset and 
the shadows were long and peaceful. 
"You should see it in Fair week, sir," 
said Jackanapes, shaking his yellow mop, 
and leaning back in his one of the two Chip- 
pendale arm-chairs in which the)- sat. 
"A fine time that, eh?" said the General, 
with a twinkle in his left eye (the other was 
glass). 
Jackanapes shook his hair once more. 
"I enjoyed this last one the best of all," he 
said. "I'd so nmch money." 
"It's not a common complaint in these 
bad times. How much had ye ?" 
"I'd two shillings. A new shilling Aunty 
gave me, and elevenpence I had saved up, 
and a penny fl'om the Postm,n,--sh..t" 
added Jackanapes with a jerk, having for- 
got.ten it. 
"And now I suppose you've not u penny 
in your pocket?" cried the General. 
"Yes, I. have," said Jackanapes. "Two 
pennies. The)- are saving up." And Jacka- 
napes jingled them with his hand. 
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"You don't want money except at Fair 
times, I suppose?" said the General. 
Jackanapes shook his mop. 
"If I could have as much as I want, I 
should know what to buy," said he. 
"And how much do you want, if you 
cod get it ?" 
"Wait  minuS, sir, till I think what 
twopence from fiieen pounds leaves. Two 
from nothing you can't, but borrow twelve. 
Two li'om twelve, ten, and carry one. Please 
member n, si when I ask you. One 
from nothing you can't, borrow twenty. 
One 1i'om twenty, nineteen, and curvy one. 
One from fifteen, fourteen. ForeSeen potmds, 
nineteen anti--what did I tell you to remem- 
ber ?" 
"Ten," said the General. 
"ForeSeen pounds, nineen shillings and 
tenpence, then, is what I want," sam Jacka- 
napes. 
"Bless my soul! what for?" 
"To buy Lollo with. 11o means d, 
sir. The Gsy's md-haed pony, sir. Oh, 



first thing in the moing. Ghl you men- 
tioned it, grandson; glad you mentioned it." 
The General was as good as his word. 
Next morning the Gsy and Lollo, Miss 
Jessamine, Jackanapes and his grandfather, 
and his dog Spitfire, were all gathered at 
one end of the Green in u group, which so 
aroused the innocent curiosity of Mrs. John- 
son, as she saw it from one of her upper 
windows, that she and the children took 
their early promenade rather earlier than 
usual. The General talked to the Gypsy, 
and Jackanapes ibndled Lollo's mane, and 
did not -know whether he should be more 
glad or miserable if his grandfather bought 
him. 
"Jackanapes !" 
"Yes, sir !" 
"I've bought Lollo, but I believe you 
were right. He hardly stands high enough 
for me. If you can ride him to the other 
end of the Green, I'll give him to you." 
Hvw Jackanapes tumbled on to Lollo's 
back he never knew. He had just gathered 
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up the reins when the Gypsy father took 
him by the mn. 
"If you want to make Lollo go fast, my 
little gentleman "-- 
"I can make him go!" said Jackanapes; 
and drawing from his poeket the trumpet he 
had lought in the Fair, he blew a blast, both 
loud and shrill. 
Away went Lllo, and awav went Jacka- 
napes' hat. His golden hair tiew (rot. an 
aureole filom whieh his cheeks shone red and 
distended with tlumpeting. Away went, 
Spitfire, mad with the raptm'e of the raee 
and the wind in his silky ears. Away went 
the geese, the cocks, the hens, and the 
whole family of Johnson. Luev elung to her 
mamma, Jane saved Emily by the gathers of 
her gown, and Tony saved himself by a 
somersault. 
The Gray Goose was just returning when 
Jackanapes and Lollo rode baek, Spitfire 
l,anting behind. 
"Good, my little gentleman, good ! ' said 
the Gypsy. "You were boa to the addle. 
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You've the flat thigh, the strong knee, the 
wi T back, and the light caressing hand; all 
you want is to learn the whisper. Come 
here !" 
"What was that dirty fellow talking 
about, grandson?" asked the General. 
"I can't tell you. sir. It's a secret." 
The two were sitting iu the window again, 
in the Chippendale arm-chairs, the General 
devouring every line of his grandson's lhce, 
with strange spasms crossing his own. 
"You must love your atmt ve T much, 
Jackanapes ?" 
"I do, sir," said Jackanapes, warmly. 
"And whom do you love next best to 
your aunt ?" 
The ties of blood were pressing very 
strongly on the General himsell and per- 
haps he thought of Lollo. But love is not 
bought in a day, even with fourteen pounds, 
nineteen shillings and tenpence. Jacka- 
napes answered quite readily: "The Post- 
,, qay the Postman ?" 
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" I do love you," said Jackanapes. 
"Before you came I was frightened. I'd 
no notion you were so nice." 
"Love me always, boy, whatever I do or 
leave undone. AndwGod help me!--what- 
ever you do or leave undone, I'll love you. 
There shall never be a cloud between us for 
a day; no, sir, not for an hour." 

NOVEMBER 

THE leaves are fading and falling, 
The winds are rough and wild, 
The birds have ceased their calling; 
But let me tell you,'my child, 

Though day by day, as it closes, 
Doth darker and colder grow, 
The roots of the bright red roses 
Will keep alive in the snow. 

And when the winter is over, 
The boughs will get new leaves ; 
The quail will come back to the clover, 
And the swallow back to the eaves. 
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The robin will wear on his bosom 
A vest that is bright and new, 
And the loveliest wayside blossoms 
Will shine with the sun and dew. 

The leaves to-day are whirling, 
The brooks are all dry and dumb; 
But let me tell you, my darling, 
The spring will be sure to come. 
There must be rough, cold weather, 
The winds and rains so wild ; 
lot all good things together 
Come to us here, my child. 
So when some dear joy loses 
Its beauteous summer glow, 
Think how the roots of the roses 
Are kept alive in the snow. 

. LITTLE neglect inay breed g'eat mischief. 
For want of a nail the shoe was lost; ibr 
want of a shoe the horse was lost; and lbr 
want of a horse the rider was lost, being 
oveIaken and slain by the enemy; all for 
want of a little cm'e about a horse-shoe nail. 
BNJA FRA_XL 
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THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD 

THE LORD is my shepherd; 
I shall not want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green 
pastures : 
He leadeth me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul : 
He guideth me in the paths of righteousness 
for his name's sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of 
the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil; 
For thou art with me: 
Thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me 
In the presence of mine enemies: 
Thou hast anointed my head with oil ; 
My cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all 
the days of my life : 
And I will dwell in the house of the LORD 
for ever. 
PSL xxm. 
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HECTOR AND AJAX 

So Ajax put on his armour. _knd when he 
had finished, he went forwaM, as dreadful to 
look at as the god. of war himself, and there 
was a smile on his face, but it was not the 
smile that other men like to see. Taking 
great strides he went, and he shook his 
great spear. And when the Trojans saw 
him, their knees trembled beneath them, and 
even the great Itector felt his heart beat 
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more quickly than betbre. But he showed 
no fear, and stood firmly in his place, for 
he had himself challenged his adversa3-. 
So Ajax came near, holding his great 
shield letbre him, as i n,ight be a wall. 
There was no such shield in all the army of 
the Greeks. It had seven folds of bull's- 
hide, and one fold, the eighth, of bronze. 
Then Ajax spoke in a loud voice: "Come 
near, Hector, that you may see what men 
we have among us, we Greeks, though the 
great Achilles is not here, but sits idle in 
his tent." 
Hector answered: "Do no speak to me, 
great Ajax, as though I were a woman 
child, and knew nothing of war. I lmow 
all the arts of battle, to turn my shield this 
way and that to meet the spear of the 
enemy, and to drive nay chariot through the 
crowds of men and horses, and to fight hand 
to hand. But come, let us fight openly, thee 
to lace, as honest men should do." 
And as he spoke he threw his great spear 
at Ajax. Through six folds of bull's-hide it 
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passed, but the seventh stopped it, for all 
that it was .so strongly thrown. It was no 
easy thing to picl'ce the great shield with 
its seven folds. But whcn Ajax, in his 
turn, threw his spear at Hector, it passed 
through his shield, and through the armour 
that covered his body, and through the 
garment that was under the armour. It 
wcnt near to killing him, but Hector bent 
his body away, and so saved himself. Then 
each took a ti'esh spea5 and they ran 
together as fiercely as lions or wild boars. 
Agtin did IIector dive his spear against the 
gq'eat shield, and again did he drive it in 
vain, for the spear point was bent back. 
But Ajax, making a ga'eat leap from the 
'ound, pierced Hector's shield with his 
spear, and pushed him back from the place 
where he stood, and the spear point grazed 
his neck, so that the blood spurted out. 
Then Hector caught up a great stone that 
lay upon the ground and ttn'ew it. And yet 
once more the great shield stayed him, nor 
could he break it through, and the great 
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stone dropped upon the ground. But the 
stone which Ajax threw was heavier by far, 
and it broke Hector's shield and bore him 
to the ground, s that he lay on his back 
upon the ground, with the brokeu shield 
over him. Tnly it had fared ill with him 
but that Apollo raised him up and set him 
on his feet. Then the two wan'lots drew 
their swords, but before they could get close 
together, the two heralds came up and 
thrust their staves between then. And the 
Trojan herald_ said: "It is enough, my 
sons ; fight no more; you are great warriors, 
both of you, and Zeus loves you both. But 
now the night is at hand, and 1,ids you 
cease, and you will do well to obey" 
Then said Ajax- "Yes, herald; but it 
is ibr Hector to speak, for he began this 
matter, challenging the bravest of the 
Greeks to fight with him. And what he 
wills, that I will, also." 
ttector said" "The herald speaks well. 
Verily the gods have gi'en you, 0 Ajax, 
stature and strength and skill. There is no 
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" How much," said the king, "is thy gain 
in a day ? " 
"Eight groschen," the man replied. 
"And canst thou live on this meagre pay ?" 
" Like a king," lie said,with pride. 
"Two groschen for me and my wife, good 
friend, 
And two for a debt I owe; 
Two groschen to lend and two to spend 
For those who can't labour, you know." 
" Thy debt ?" said the king. Said the 
toiler : " Yea, 
To my mother, with age oppressed, 
Who cared for me, toiled for me, many a day, 
And now hath need of rest." 
" To whom dost lend of thy daily store ?" 
"To my three boys at school. You see, 
When I am too feeble to toil any more, 
They will care for their mother and me." 
"And thy last two groschen ?" the monarch 
said. 
" My sisters are old and lame ; 
I give them two groschen for raiment and 
bread, 
All in the Father's name." 
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Tears welled up in the good king's eyes-- 
"Thou knowest me not," said he; 
"As thou hast given me one surprise, 
Here is another for thee. 

"I am thy king ; give me thy hand "- 
And he heaped it high with gold- 
"When more thou needest, I command 
That I at once be told. 

"For I would bless with rich reward 
The man who can proudly say, 
That eight souls he doth keep and guard 
On eight poor groschen a day." 
NO.NYMOES 

Tne habit of reading is the only enjoyment 
I know ill which there is no alloy. It lasts 
when all other pleasures fade. It will be 
there to support you when all other resourees 
arc gone. It will be present to you when 
the energies of your body have fallen away 
from you. It will last you until your death. 
It will make your hours pleasant to you as 
long as you live. AxmoY TOLLOPE 
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HOW THE GREEKS TOOK TROY 

Now Paris, son to Priam King of Troy, had 
cmTied away to his father's city, Helen, wife 
to Menelaus King of Sparta, the fairest 
woman in all Greece. Whereupon the chiefs 
of the Greeks banded themselves together to 
avenge the wrong done to Menelaus. Hav- 
ing gathered a mighty fleet at Aulis, they 
sailed across the JEgean Sea and laid siege 
to Troy. But the Trojans, issuing forth on 



row E gE:S woo wgov 213 

Greek named Sinon, left behind for that very 
purpose. His hands were bound and he 
was besmeared with blood and filth. With 
bitter cries he lamented his fate and prayed 
for pity. "For," said he, "the Greeks chose 
me as a victim to sacrifice to the gods for 
their safe return. But I escaled out of 
their hands and hid my.elf all night in the 
sedge. And now my countrymen are sdlcd 
away and never again shall I see my father- 
land and the children whom I love." 
Then the Trojans bade him to be of good 
cheer and to tell them what this monstrous 
horse might mean. And Sinou, as the crafty 
Ulysses had instructed him, answered how 
that the horse was a pcacc-offering to 
Minerva, and how the Greeks had made it 
thus huge, lest perchance the Trojans might 
drag it through .their gates and bring a 
blessing upon the city. 
Thereupon the Trojans cried with one 
voice that the sacred offering of Minerva 
must be drawn within the city walls. So 
they made a great breach in the wails, and 
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put rollers nnder the monster, and fastened 
ropes about it., and with hnnns and dancing 
they drew it into the heart of the city. 
But now when night drew on and dark- 
hess fell upon the sleeping Troy, the Grecian 
fleet stole silently lack to the familiar land- 
iug place. Suddenly the signal flame shot 
forth and the treacherous inon unbarred the 
wooden horse. Ulysses and his fellow chief- 
tains glided out into the silent streets. The 
guards slain, the gates were thrown open, 
the city was presently in flames, and Troy, 
that had defended herself for ten )-ears 
again.t the powers of her enemies, fell in 
shgle night before their craft. 

I men cared less for wealth and fame, 
And less for battle-fields and glory ; 
If writ in human hearts, a name 
Seemed better than in song and story 
If men, instead of nursing pride, 
Would learn to hate it and abhor it ; 
If more relied on Love to guide, 
The world would be the better for it. 
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THE CHILDREN'S HOUR 

BETWEEN the dark and the daylight, 
When the night is beginning to lower, 
Comes a pause in the day's occupations, 
That is known as the children's hour. 

I hear in the chamber above me 
The patter of little feet, 
The sound of a door that is opened, 
And voices soft and sweet. 



